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THE PRICE 


‘Tho play was directed by Ulu Grosbard and produced by 
Robert Whitehead. It opened on February 7, 1968, at the 


Morosco Theatre, New York City. Act One 
THE CAST 
in order of appearance) 
Victor Foz Pat Hingle Today. New York. 
Estuse Franz Kate Reid Two windows are scen at the back of the stage. 
Gmroomv SoowoN Harold Gary Daylight fers through their sooty panes, which have 
been X'd out with fresh whitewash to prepare for the 


Wars Franz Artbur Kennedy cs 


Now daylight seeps through a skylight in the ceil- 
ing, grayed by the grimy panes, The light from above 
first strikes an overstufed armchair in center stage, 
It has a faded rose slipcover, Beside it on its right, a 
mall table with a fillgreed radio of the Twenties on 
dt and old newspapers; behind it a bridge lamp. At iis 
left an old wind-up Victrola and a pile of records on 
«à low table. A white clearing cloth and a mop and 
pail are nearby. 

The room is progressively seen, The area around 
the armchair alone appears to be lived-in, with other 
Chairs and a couch related to it. Outside this area, to 
the sides and back limits of the room and up the 
walls is the chaos of ten rooms of furniture squeezed 
into this one. 

There are four couches and three setiees strewn 
‘at random over the floor; armchairs, wingbacks, a 
divan, occasional chairs. On the floor and stacked 
against the three wells up to the ceiling are bureaus, 
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armoires, a tall secretary, a breakiront, a long, elab- 
orately carved serving table, end tables, a library 
table, desks, glass-ront. bookcases, bowejront glass 
cabinets, and so forth. Several long rolled-up rugs 
‘and some shorter ones. A long sculling oar, bedsteads, 
‘trunks, And overhead one large and one smaller 
crystal chandelier hang from ropes, not connected 10 
electric wires. Twelve dining-room chairs stand in a 
row along a dining-room table at left. 

There is a rich heaviness, something almost Ger~ 
‘manic, about the furniture, a weight of time upon 
the bulging fronts and curving chests marshalled 
‘against the walls. The room is monstrously crowded 
and dense, and it is dificult to decide if the stuff is 
‘impressive or merely over-heavy and ugly. 

‘An uncovered harp, its silt chipped, stands alone 
downstase, right. At the back, behind a rather make~ 
shift drape, long since faded, can be seen a small sink, 
a hotplate, and an old icebox. Up right, a door 10 
the bedroom. Down left, a door to the corridor and 
stairway, which are unseen. 

We are in the attic of a Manhattan brownstone 
soon to be torn down. 


From the down-left door, Police Sergeant Victor Fron 
enters in uniform. He halts inside the room, glances 
about, walks at random a few feet, then comes to 
@ halt. Without expression, yet somehow stiled by 
some emanation from the room, he leis his gaze 
‘move from point to point, piece to piece, absorbing 
its splinalike presence. 

He moves 10 the harp with a certain solemnity, as 
toward a coffin, and, halting before it, reaches out 
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‘and plucks a string. He turns and crosses 10 the 
dining-room. table and removes his gun belt and 
Jacket, hanging them on a chair which he has taken 
‘the table, where it had been set upside down along 
with two others 

He looks at his watch, waiting for time 10 pass. 
Then his eye falls on the pile of records in front of 
the phonograph. He raises the lid of the machine, 
«sees @ record already on the turntable, cranks, and 
sets the tone arm on the record. Gallagher and 
‘Shean sing. He smiles atthe corniness. 

With the record going he moves 10 the long scull- 
{ng oar which stands propped against fumiture and 
touches it. Now he recalls something, reaches in be- 
hind a chest, and takes out a fencing foil and mask. 
He snaps the foil in the air, his gaze held by mem- 
ory. He puts the foll and mask on the table, goes 
through to or three records on the pile, and sees 
4 title that makes him smile widely. He replaces the 
Gallagher and Shean record with this. It is a Laugh- 
ing Record--two men trying unsuccessfully 1o get out 
whole sentence through ther wild hysteria, 

He smiles. Broader. Chuckles. Then really laughs. 
It gets into him; he laughs more fully. Now he bends 
‘over with laughter, taking an unsteady step as help» 
lessness rises in him. 

Esther, his wife, enters from the down-let door. 
His back is to her. A half-smile is already on her 
dace as she looks about to see who is laughing with 
‘him. She starts toward him, and he hears her heels 
and turns. 


Esruza: What in the world is that? 
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‘Victor, surprised: Hil He lifts the tone arm, smiling, a lit 
te embarrassed. 


Esrur: Sounded like a party in here! 
He gives her a peck. 
(Of the record: What is that? 


‘Victor, trying not 10 disapprove openly: Where'd you get 
a drink? 


Esruen: 1 told you. I went for my checkup, She laughs with 
‘a knowing abandonment of good sense. 


Victor: Boy, you and that doctor. I thought he told you 
mot to drink. 


Estuer—laughs: | had one! One doesn’t hurt me. Every- 
‘thing's normal anyway. He sent you his best. She looks 
about. 


Victor: Well, that's nice. The dealer's due in a few min- 
‘utes, if you want to take anything. 


Esrurs, looking around with a sigh: Oh, dear God—bere 
dis again, 


Vicron: The old lady did a nice job. 


Esrutn: Ya-I never saw it so clean. Indicating the room: 
Make you feel funny? 


‘Victor—shrugs: No, not really-she didn't recognize me, 
imagine? 


Esrurx: Dear boy, it's a hundred and fifty years. Shaking 
‘her head as she stares about: Huh. 


‘Vicror: What? 
Ester: Time, 
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‘Victor: know. 
Estuer: There's something different about it. 
Vicron: No, it's all the way it was. Indicating one side of the 


room: | had my desk on that side and my cot. The rest is 
the same. 


Ester: Maybe it's that it always used to seem so preten- 
tows to me, and kind of bourgeois. But it does have a certi 
‘character. I think some of it's in style again, It's surprising. 


Victor: Well, you want to take anything? 


Estuer, looking about, hesitates: 1 don't know it I want it 
around. It's all so massive . . . where would we put any of 
d That chest is lovely. She goes to it 


Micron: That was mine. Indicating one across the room: 
‘The one over there was Walter's. They're a pair. 


Esruex, comparing: Oh ya! Did you get hold of him? 


Vucror-rather glances away, as though this had been an 
issue: I called again this morning-he was in consultation, 


Esrwer: Was he in the office? 


‘Victor: Ya. The nurse went and talked to him for a minute 
—it doesn't matter. As long as he’s notified so I can go ahead. 
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She suppresses comment, picks up a lamp. 
‘That's probably rel porcelain. Maybe it go in tbe bedroom. 
Esmuex, puiting the lamp down: Why don't I meet you 
somewhere? The whole thing depresses me. 


‘Victor: Why? It won't take long. Relax. Come on, sit down; 
the dealerllbe here any minute. 
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Estuce, sitting om a couch: There's just something so 
damned rotten about it. I can't help it; it always was. The 
‘whole thing is infuriating. 

Vicron: Well, don’t get worked wp, We'll sell it and that'l 
‘be the end of it, I picked up the tickets, by the way. 

Estar: Oh, good. Laying her head back: Boy, I hope it's a 
‘good picture. 

‘Victor: Better be. Great, not good. Two-fity apiece, 


Esrurm, with sudden protest: Y don't care! I want to go 
somewhere, She aborts further response, looking around. 
God, what's it all about? When I was coming up the stairs 
just now, and all the doors hanging open . . . It doesn't 
seem possible, . 

Victor: ‘They tear down old buildings every day im the 
week, kid. 

EsrutA: I know, but it makes you feel a bundred years old. 
T hate empty rooms. She muses. What was that screwball's 
‘nume?—rented the front parlor, remember?—repaired sax0- 
phones? 

Victor, smiling: Oh-Saltzman. Extending his hand side- 
ways: With the one eye went out that way, 

Esturn; Ya! Every time I came down the stairs, there he 
was waiting for me with his four red hands! How'd he ever 
get all those beautiful girls? 


Vicron-lauphs: God knows. He must've smelled good. 
‘She laughs, and he does. 


He'd actually come running up here sometimes; middle of 
the afternoon" Victor, come down quick, I got extras!” 
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Esruzn: And you did, oo! 
Micros: Why aot? Mit was free, you took it. 
Estuen, blushing: You never told me that, 
‘Victor: No, that was before you, Mostly, 
Estas: You dog. 
Vicron: So what? It was the Depression, 
‘She laughs at he non sequar. 


No, really- think people were friendlier; lot more daytime 
screwing in those days. Like the McLoughlin sisters—remem- 
ber, with the typing service in the front bedroom? He laughs. 
My father used to say, "In that typing service its two dollars 
a copy.” 

She laughs It subsides, 
Esris: And they're probably al dead. 
Micron: 1 guess Saltzman would be-be was well along. Al- 
though—He shakes his head, lauphs softly in surprise, Jecz, 
he wasnt either. | think he was about .. . my ae now. 
Hoh! 


Caught by the impact of time, they stare jor a mo- 
ment in silence, 

Esrmer—gets up, goes to the harp: Well, where's your 

dealer? 


Victor, glancing at his watch: Its twenty to six. He should 
‘be here soon. 


She plucks the harp. 
‘That should be worth something. 
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Esmuex: I think a Jot of itis. But you're going t0 have to 
bargain, you know. You cant just take what they say... - 


‘Victor, with an edge of protest: I can bargain; don't worry, 
I'm not giving it away. 


Esrntn: Because they expect to bargain. 


Micro: Don't get depressed already, will you? We dida’t 
even start. J intend to bargain, I know the score with these 
guys. 


Esruen—withholds further argument, goes to the phono- 
‘graph; ring up some slight galety: What's this record? 


Vicron: Ms a Laughing Record. It was a big thing in the 
‘Twenties, 


Estuzr, curiously: You remember it? 


‘Victor: Very vaguely. I was only five or six. Used to play 
them at partes. You know-see who could keep a straight 
face. Or maybe they just sat around laughing; 1 don't know. 


Esti: That's a wonderful idea! 


Their relation is quite balanced, so to speak; he turns 
to her, 


‘Victor: You look good. 
‘She looks at him, an embarrassed smile, 
I mean itI said I'm going to bargain, why do you . . . 7 
1 believe you.—This s the suit 
Vicron: Oh, is that it! And how much? Turn around. 


Esruet, turning: Forty-ive, imagine? He said mobodyd 
boy it, it was too simple. 
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dor your money, but half the stuff they sellis such crap. 
Going to her: By the way, look at this collar. Isn't this one 
Cf the ones you just bought? 


Estuen, examining it: No, that’s an older one. 


Vicros: Well, even so. Turning up a heel: Ought to write 
to Consumers Union about these heels. Three weeks—look 
at them! 


Estuex: Well, you don’t walk straight. You're not going in 
‘uniform, 1 hope. 


‘Victor: 1 could've murdered that guy! I'd just changed, and 
McGowan was trying to fingerprint some bum and he didn't 
want to be printed; so he swings out his arm just as I'm going 
by, right into my container, 


Esruex, as though this symbolized: Ob, God . . . 

Vicros: I gave it to that quick cleaner, he'll try to have it 
by six. 

Esrnzx: Was there cream and sugar in the coffee? 

Micros: Ya. 

Esruzn: Hel never bave it by six. 

Victor, assuagingly: He's going to try. 
Esmuta: Ob, forget it. 


Slight pause. Seriously disconsolate, she looks around. 
‘at random. 


Vicron: Well i's only a movie. . « 
Estuzn: But we go out so rarely-why must everbody 
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know your salary? I want an evening! I want to sit down 
in a restaurant without some drunken cx-cop coming over 
to the table to talk about old times. 

‘Victor: It happened twice. After all these years, Esther, it 
would seem to me. . + 

Esruer: 1 know its unimportant-but like that man in the 
museum; he really did-be thought you were the sculptor, 
Victor: So l'm a sculptor. 

Este, bridling: Well, it was nice, thats all! You really 
do, Vic- you look distinguished in a suit. Why not? Laying her 
head back on the couch: I should've taken down the name 
of that scotch. 


‘Victor: All scotch is chemically the same. 
Estimr: I know; but some is better. 


‘Victor, looking at his watch: Look at that, will you? Five- 
thisty sharp, he tells me. People say anything. He moves with 
4 heightened restlessness, trying to down his iritation with 
her mood. His eye falls on a partly opened drawer of a chest, 
and he opens it and takes out an ice skate. Look at that, 
they're sill good! He tests the edge with his fingernail: she 
merely slances at him, They e even sharp. We ought to skate 
again sometime. He sees her unremitting moodiness. Esther, 
L said I would bargain!—You see?—you don't know how to 
drink; it only depreses you. 


Esrima: Well its tbe kind o depression Lenjoyt 
Vicron: Hot diggity dog. 
Estien: Ihave an dea, 

Vicros: What? 
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Estnen: Why don't you leave me? Just send me enough for 
coffee and cigarettes. 

‘Victor: Then you'd never have to get out of bed 
Esme: I'd get out. Once in a while. 

Micron: I got a better idea. Why don't you go off for a 
couple of weeks with your doctor? Seriously It might change 
youz viewpoint. 

Estar: I wish I could, 

Vieror: Well, do it. He's got a suit You could even take 
the dog—especially the dog. She laughs. Its not funny. Every 
time you go out for one of those walks in the rain I hold 
amy breath what's going to come back with you. 

Esrnta, laughing: Ob, goon, you love her. 


Victor: I love ber! You get plastered, you bring home 
strange animals, and I “love” them! 1 do not love that god- 
damned dog! 
‘She laughs with afecton, as well as with a certain 
feminine defiance. 
Eran: Wel, I want her! 


VicTon— pause: It won't be solved by a dog, Esther, You're 
n inteligent, capable women, and you cant lay around all 
day. Even something parttime, it would give you a place 
tog. 

Estuer: I don't need a place to go. Slight pause. I'm not 
quite used to Richard not being there, that’ all 

Micron: He's gone, kid. Hei a grown man; youve got io 
do someting with yourself. 
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Esruer: | can't go to the same place day after day. I never 
‘could and I never will. Did you ask to speak to your brother? 


Vicron: asked the nurse. Yes. He couldn't break away. 
Esrusa: That son of a bitch. I's sickening. 


Vicron: Well, what are you going to do? He never hod that 
kind of feeling. 


Esruex: What feeling? To come to the phone after sixteen 
years? I's common decency. With sudden intimate sympathy: 
‘You're furious, aren't you? 


Victor: Only at myself. Calling him again and again all 
week like an idiot. . . To bell with him, Ill handle it alone. 
10s just as well 


‘Ester: What about his share? 

He shifts; pressed and annoyed. 
1 don't want to be a pest—but I think there could be some 
money here, Vie. 

He ls silent. 
You're going to raise that with him, aren't you? 
‘Victor, with a formed decision: I've been thinking about it. 
He's got a right to his half, why should he give up anything? 
Esruzx: I thought you'd decided to put it to him? 


Victor: Ive changed my mind. I don't really feel he owes 
‘me anything, I can’t put on an act. 


stun: But how many Cadillacs can he deive? 


‘Victor: That's why he's got Cadillacs. People who love 
money don't give it away. 
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Esruen: I don't know why you keep putting it like charity. 
‘There's such a thing as a moral debt. Vic, you made his 
‘whole career possible. What law said that only he could 
study medicine—? 

Micron: Esther, pleaso-let's not get back on that, will you? 


Ester: I'm not back on anytbing-jou were even the bet- 
ter student, That's a real debt, and he ought to be made to 
face it, He could never have finished medical schoo! if you 
hada’t taken care of Pop. 1 mean we ought to start talking 
the way people talk! There could be some real money here. 


‘Victor: I doubt that. There are no antiques or 
Esruen: Just because it's ours why must it be worthless? 
Micron: Now what's that fr? 

EsrutA: Because thats the way we think! We do! 


‘Victor, sharply: The man won't even come to the phone, 
how am I going to-? 


Esruzx: Then you write bim a letter, bang on his door. This 
belongs to yout 


‘Victor, surprised, seeing how deadly earnest she is: What 
are you so excited about? 


Esruzn: Well, for one thing it might help you make up your 
mind to take your retirement, 


A Sight pause. 
‘Victor, rather secretively, unwillingly: Ies not the money 
been stopping me. 
Esruer: Then what is it? 

Heis silent. 


16 ACT ONE - THE PRICE 
1 just thought that with a lile cushion you could take a 
month or two until something occurs to you that you want 
to do. 

Victor: ls all I think about right now, I dort bave to 
quit to think. 

Esruen: But nothing seems to come of it. 

Victor: I it that easy? I'm going to be fifty. You don’t 
just start a whole new career. 1 don't uaderstand why i's so 
‘urgent all ofa sudden, 
Esrumn—laughs: Al of a sudden! Is all Ive been talking 
about since you became eligible-T've been saying the same 
thing for thre years 

Vicron: Well its pot three years— 


Esrurn: Itt be three years in March! It's three years, It 
you'd gone back to school then you'd almost have your 
Master's by now; you might have had a chance to get into 
something you'd love to do. Isn't that true? Why can't you 
make a move? 

‘Victor-pause. He is almost ashamed: TI tell you the truth. 
Tm not sure the whole thing wasn't a little unreal. T'd be 
fifty-three, fity-four by the time I could start doing anything. 
stim: But you always knew that. 

‘Victor: It's different when you're right on top of it. Pm not. 
sure it makes any sense now. 


Ester, moving away, the despair in her volce: Well... 
‘this is exactly what I tried to tell you a thousand times. It 
‘makes the same sense it ever made. But you might have 
twenty more years, and that’s stilla long time. Could do a 
ot of interesting things in that time. Slight pause. You're 
so young, Vic. 
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Micron: Tam? 

Estuer: Sure! I'm not, but you are. God, all the tits goggle 
at you, what do you want? 
‘Victor—laughs emptily: I's hard to discuss it, Es, because 
don’t understand it, 

Ester: Well, why not talk about what you don't under- 
stand? Why do you expect yourself to be an authority? 
Vicros: Well, one of us is got to stay afloat, kid, 

Estuen: You want me to pretend everything is great? I'm 
bewildered and I'm going to act bewildered! Jt fles out as 


though long suppressed: Tve asked you fifty times to write 
letter to Walter— 


Micros, lke a repeated story: What's this with Walter again? 
‘What's Walter going to~? 


Esrumr: He is an important scntt, and that hospital's 
building a whole new research division, 1 saw it inthe paper, 
its his hospital. 
Victor: Esther, the man hasn't called me in sixten years. 
Esta: But neither have you called him! 

He looks at her in surprise. 
Wel, you haven't Thats also a fact 


‘Victor, as though the idea were new and incredible: What 
‘would I all him for? 

Estmer: Because, he's your brother, he's influential, and he 
‘could help-Yes, that’s bow people do, Vic! Those articles 
he wrote hod a real idealism, there was a genuine human 
quality. I mean people do change, you know. 
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Victor, turing away: T's sorry, [don't need Walter. 
EsTuER: I'm not saying you have to approve of him; he's a 
selfish bastard, but he just might be able to put you on the 
track of something. I don't see the humiliation, 


Victor, pressed, iritated: 1 doo't understand why its all 
such an emergency. 

Esrutr: Because I don't know where in bell I am, Victor! 
To her own surprise, she has ended nearly screaming. He is 
silent. She retracts. Vl do anything if I know why, bot all 
these years we've been saying, once we get the pension we're 
going to start to liv. . . . Its like pushing agsiost a door 
for twenty-five years and suddenly it opens . . . and we stand 
there, Sometimes I wonder, maybe 1 misunderstood you, 
maybe you lke the department. 


‘Victor: I've hated every minute of it. 


Esrurn; I did everything wrong! I swear, I think if 1 de- 
‘manded more it would have helped you more. 


Micron: That's not true. You've been a terrific wife— 


Esrumx: I don't think so. But the security meant so much 
to you I tried to fit into that; but I was wrong. God--jost be- 
fore coming here, I looked around at the apartment to see 
it we could use any of this-and it's all so ugly. It's worn 
‘and shabby and tasteless. And I have good taste! I know I 
dol It's that everything was always temporary with us. It's 
like we never were anything, we were always about-to-be. 
I think back to the war when any idiot was making so much 
‘money-that’s when you should have quit, and I knew it, 
Tknew itt 

Victor: That's when I wanted to quit. 


Esrucr: I only had one drink, Victor, so don't— 
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Victor: Don't change the whole story, kid. I wanted to 
quit, and you got scared. 

Esrmer: Because you said there was going to be a Depres- 
son after the war. 

‘Victor: Well, go tothe library, look up the papers around 
1945, sce what they were saying! 

Ester: 1 don't care! She turns away—from her own irra- 
tonality. 

Victor: 1 swear, Es, sometimes you make it sound like 
we've bad no life at all. 

Esrmen: God—my mother was so right! I can never believe 
‘what I see. I knew you'd never get out if you didn't during 
the wart saw it hoppening, and I said nothing. You know 
‘what the goddamned trouble is? 

Victor, glancing at his watch, as he senses the end of her 
revolt: What's the goddaraned trouble? 

‘Estumr: We can never keep our minds on money! We worry 
about it, we talk about it, but we can't seem to want it. 1 do, 
‘bt you don't 1 really do, Vi, I want it. Vic? want money! 
‘Victor: Congratulations. 

Esruza: You goto bell! 

‘Victor: 1 wish you'd stop comparing yourself to other peo- 
ple, Esther! That's all you're doing lately. 
Esrurn: Well, I can't help it 

Vicron: Then you've got to be a failure, kid, because there's 
always going to be somebody up abead of you. What bup- 
pened? I have a certain nature; just as you do-l didot 
change— 
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Ester: But you have changed. You've been walking 
around like a zombie ever since the retirement came up. 
You've gotten so vague 

Victor: Well, its a decision. And Td like to feel a title 
more certain about it. . . . Actually, I've even started to fl 
‘out the forms a couple of times. 


Estuer, alerted: And? 


‘Victor, with diffcultyhe cannot understand it himself: 
suppose there's some kind of finality about it bat. . . He 
breaks off 


Estmmn: But what else did you expect? 


Vicron: It's stupid; I admit it. Bot you look at that god- 
damned form and you can't help it. You sign your name to 
twenty-eight years and you ask yourself, Is that all? Is that 
4? And iti, of course. The trouble is, when I think of start- 
ing something new, that number comes up—five ob-and the 
steam goes out, But Tl do something. I wil! With a greater 
closeness to her now: | don't know what itis; everytime I 
think about it all—its almost frightening. 


Ester: What? 


Victor: Well, like when I walked in here before . . . He 
looks around. This whole thing-it hit me like some kind of 
craziness. Piling up all this stuff bere like it was made of 
gold. He haif-lauphs, almost embarrassed. 1 brought up every 
stick; damn near saved the carpet tacks. He turns to the cen- 


ter chair. That whole way I was with him—it's inconceivable 
tome now. 


Esta, with regret over her sympathy: Well. . . you loved 
him, 
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Victor: 1 koow, but its all words. What was he? A busted 
bosinessman like thousands of thers, and I acted like some 
Kid of a mountain crashed. I tell you the truth, every now 
and then the whole thing is ke a story somebody told me. 
You ever fec that way? 

Esrmen: All day, every oy. 

Micros: Ob, come on 


Estmen: Its the truth, The frst time I walked up those stars 
Twas nineteen years old. And when you opened that box 
with your fist uniform in remember that? When you put 
it on the first time?-how we laughed? If anything happened 
you said you'd call a cop! They both laugh. It was like a 
masquerade. And we were right. That's when we were right 
Victor, pained by her pain: You know, Esther, every once 
ina while you try to sound childish and it— 

Estar: I mean to be! Tim sick of the Oh, forget it, I want 
a drink. She goes for her purse. 

‘Victor, surprised: What's that, the great adventure? Where 
are you going al of a sudden? 


Esruen: I can't stand itin bere, l'm going for a walk, 
‘Victor: Now you cut out this nonsense! 
Esrurn: I am not an alcoholic! 


Micron: You've had a good life compared to an awful lot 
cof people! You trying to turn into a goddamned teenager or 
something? 

Esrugs, indicating the furniture: Don't talk childishness to 
me, Victor-not in this room! You let it lay here all these 
years because you can't have a simple conversation with your 
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‘own brother, and I'm childish? You're stil eighteen years 
‘old with that man! I mean I'm stuck, but I admit it! 

Victor, hurt: Okay. Go ahead. 

Estien-she can't quite leave: You got a receipt? TM get 
your suit. He doesn't move. She makes it rational: 1 just 
‘want to get out of here. 

‘Victor—sakes out a receipt and gives it to her. His voice 
is cold: I's right off Seventh. The address is on it. He moves 
trom her. 

stun: I'm coming back right away. 

‘Victo, freeing her to her iresponsibiliy: Do as you please, 
Kid. T mean it, 

Ester: You were grinding your teeth again last night. Did 
‘you know that? 

Victor: Ob! No wonder my ear hurts. 

Este: T wish I had a tape recorder, I mean it, it's groe-. 
some; sounds like a lot of rocks coming down a mountain. 


1 wish you could bear it, you wouldn't take this self-sufficient 
attitude, 


He is silent, alarmed, hurt, He moves upstage as 
‘though looking at he furniture. 

Vicrox: It’s okay. I think I get the message, 

Esrurn, afraid- she tries to smile and goes back toward him: 

Like what? 

Vicron-moves a chair and does a knee bend and draws 


‘Out the chassis of an immense old radio: What other mes 
sage is there? 
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Sight pause, 
Esruex, to retrieve the contact: What's that? 


Vicron: Ob, one of my old radios that I made. Mama mia, 
look at those tubes. 


Estuen, more wondering than she feels about radios: 
‘Would that work? 


‘Victor: No, you need a storage battery. 
he suddenly looks up atthe ceiling. 
Estuer, looking up: What? 


Vicrox: One of my batteries exploded, went right through 
there someplace. He points, There! See where the plaster is 
different? 


Ester, striving for some spark benween them: 1s this the 
‘one you got Tokyo on? 


Victor, not relenting, his voice dead: Ya, this is the mon- 
ster. 


Esti, with a warmth: Why don't you take i? 
Vicron: Ah, i's useless. 


Esrura: Didot you once say you had a tab up here? Or 
did I dream that? 


‘Victor: Sure, I took it apart when Pop and 1 moved up 
here. Walter had that wall, and I had this. We did some 
great tricks up bere. 

She is fastened on him, 


He avoids her eyes and moves waywardly. Vl be frank 
with you, kid—I look at my life and the whole thing is in- 


+ Recalling, 
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comprehensible to me. I know all the reasons and all the 
reasons and all the reasons, and it ends up-&othing.. 
He goes to the harp, touches it. 

Its strange, you know? I forgot all about it-we'd work up. 
bere all night sometimes, and it was often foll of music. My 
motherd play for hours down in the library. Which is 
peculiar, because a harp is so soft. But it penetrates, I guess. 


Esturr: You're dear. You are, Vie. She starts toward 
‘him, but he thwarts her by looking at his watch. 


‘Victor: TIl have to call another man. Come on, let's get 
(out of here. With a hollow, exhausted attempt at joy: We'll 
‘get my suit and act rich! 

Esti: Vie, I didn't mean that I~ 

Vicron: Forget it. Wait, let me put these away before some- 
body walks off with them. He takes up the foil and mask. 
Esrumn: Can you still do it? 

Micron, his sadness, his distance clinging to him: Ob, no, 
you gotta be in shape for this, It's oll in the thighs 

Estar: Well, et me see, I never saw you do it 

‘Victor, giving the inch: All right, but 1 can't get down far 
enough any more, He takes position, feet at right angles, 
bouncing himself down to a dificult crouch. 


Estar: Maybe you could take it up again. 

‘Victor: Oh no, ifs a lot of work, it's the toughest sport 
there is. Resuming position: Okay, just stand there. 

Esmuen: Me? 

Victor: Don't be afraid. Snapping the tip: Ws a beautiful 
foil, see how alive it is? I beat Princeton with this. He 
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laughs tredly and makes a tramping lunge from yards away; 
The bution touches her stomach, 


Estuen, springing back: God! Victor! 
Micron: What? 
Estuer: You looked beautiful, 


He laughs, surprised and half-embarrassed— when 
both of them are turned to the door by a loud, sus- 
tained coughing out in the corridor. The coughing 
increases, 

Enter Gregory Solomon, In bref, a phenomenon: 
@ man nearly ninety but still straight-backed and the 
fir of his masivencss sll with him, He has per- 
fected a way of leaning on his cane without appear- 
ing weak. 

He wears a worn fur-jelt black fedora, its brim 
tuymed down on the right side lke Jimmy Walker's 
although much dustier—and a shapeless topcoat, 
His frayed tie has a thick knot, askew under a 
curled-up collar tab. His vest is wrinkled, his trou- 
sers baggy. A large diamond ring is on his left index 
finger. Tucked under his arm, a wrung-oul leather 
portfolio He hasn't shaved today. 

Still coughing, catching his breath, trying to brush 
his cigar ashes off his lapel in a hopeless attempt at 
businesslike decorum, he is nodding at Esther and 
Victor and has one hand raised in a promise 10 
speak quite soon. Nor has he failed 10 glance with 
‘some suspicion atthe oll in Victo's hand. 


Vicron: Can I get you a glass of water? 


Solomon gestures an imperious negative, trying to 
stop coughing. 
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Estuer: Why don't you sit down? 
Solomon gestures thanks, sits in the center armchair, 
the cough subsiding. 
‘You sure you don't want some water? 


Sovomon, in a Russian-Yiddish accent: Water 1 don't need; 
‘litle blood I could use. Thank you. He takes deep breaths, 
his attention on Vicior, who now puts down the foil. Ob 
boy. Thaf's some stairs. 


‘Estar: You all right now? 


Sovomon: Another couple steps you'll be in heaven. Ah— 
excuse me, Officer, I am looking for a party. The name is 
«+ + «He fingers in his vest. 


‘Victor: Franz, 
Sovomon: That's it, Franz. 
Vicron: That's me. 
Solomon looks incredulous. 
Victor Franz. 
‘SoLoMon: So its a policeman! 
Victor, grinning: Uh hub. 


Sotomon: What do you know! Including Esther: You see? 
There's only one beauty to this lousy business, you meet all 
Kinda people. But I never dealed with a policeman. Reach- 
ing over to shake hands: Ym very happy to meet you. My 
‘name is Solomon, Gregory Solomon. 

Vicron, shaking hands: This is my wife, 
Estucr: How do you do, 
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‘Sotomon, nodding appreciatively to Esther: Very nice. To 
Victor: Thats a nice-looking woman. He extends his hands 
to her. How do you do, darling. Beautiful suit. 
Esruen—lauphs: The fact is, I just bought it 

SoLowoN: You got good taste. Congratulations, wear 
‘good health. He lets go her hand. 


Esrurx: F'll go to the cleaner, dear. Til be back soon. With 
à step toward the door—to Solomon: Will you be very long? 


SoLowo, glancing around at the furniture as at an antago 
nist: With furniture you never know, can be short, can be 
Jong, can be medium, 


Esruer: Wel, you give him a good price now, you hear? 


Sotowow: Ah bal Waving her out: Look, you go to the 
cleaner, and well take care everything one hundred per 
cent 


Esruer: Because there's some very beautiful stuff here. 1 
know it, bot be doesn’t, 


SoLowoN: I'm not sixty-two years in the business by taking 
‘advantage. Go, enjoy the cleaner. 


‘She and Victor laugh. 
Estuen, shaking her finger at him: Y hope Tm going to like. 
yout 
SoLoMoN: Sweetheart, all the girs like me, what can 1 do? 


Esruer, still smiling—to Victor as she goes 10 the door: 
You be careful. 


‘Victor, nodding: See you later, 


She goes. 
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SoowoN: Hike ber, she's suspicious. 
Victor, laughing in surprise: What do you mean by that? 
SoLoMon: Well, a girl who believes everything, how you 
‘gonna trust her? 

Victor laughs eppreciatvely. 
Thad a wife . . . He breaks off with a wave of the hand. 


Well, what's the difference? Tell me, if you don't mind, how 
did you get my name? 


‘Victor: In the phone book. 
SoLoMox: You don’t say! The phone book. 

Vicron: Why? 

Soowow, crypticaly: No-no, that's fine, that's fine. 
‘Victor: The ad said you're a registered appraiser, 
SoLowoN: Oh yes. I am registered, I am licensed, I am even 
vaccinated, 


Victor laughs, 

Don’t laugh, the only thing you can do today without a 
license is you'll go up the elevator and jump out the window. 
But I don't have to tell you, you're a policeman, you know 
this world. Hoping for contact: 'm right? 

Victor, reserved: I suppose. 


Sotovos, surveying the furniture, one hand on his thigh, the. 
‘ther on the chair arm in a naturally elegant position: So. 
He glances about again, and with an uncertain smile: Thats 
alot of furniture, This is all fr sale? 


Vicrox: Well, ya. 
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Sorowow: Fine, fine. I just like to be sure where we are. 
With a weak attempt at a charming laugh: Frankly, in this 
neighborhood I never expected such a load. It's very sur- 
Prising. 


‘Victor: But I said it was a whole houseful. 


Sotowow, with a leaven of unsureness: Look, don't worry 
about it, we'll handle everything very nice. He gets up from 
the chair and goes to one of the pair of chiffoniers which he 
ds obviously impressed with. He looks up at the chandeliers, 
Then straight at Victor: Ym not mixing in, Officer, but if. 
you wouldn't mind-what is your connection? How do you 
‘come to this? 


‘Victor: lt was my family. 
Sotowow: You don't say. Looks like ifs standing here a 
long time, no? 

Victor: Well, the old man moved everything up here alter. 
the 29 crash. My uncles took over the house and they let 
him keep this foor. 

Sotowos, as though to emphasize that he believes it 1 seo. 
He walks 10 the harp. 

Victor: Can you give me an estimate now, or do you have 
to? 

Souowos, running a hand over the harp frame: No-no, Til 
dive you right away, I don't waste a minute, I'm very busy. 
He plucks a string, listens. Then bends down ond runs a hand 
‘over the sounding board: He passed away, your father? 
‘Victor: Oh, long time ago-about sixteen years. 

Sovomtox, standing erect: I's standing here sixteen years? 
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‘Victor: Well, we never got around to doing anything about. 
it, but they're tearing the building down, so . . . It was very 
good stuf, you know—they had quite a litle money. 
‘Sovomon: Very good, yes . . . | can see. He leaves the harp 
with an estimating glance. | was also very good; now I'm 
not so good. Time, you know, isa terrible thing. He is a dis- 
tance from the harp and indicates it, That sounding board 
is cracked, you know, But don't worry about it, it's still a 
nice object. He goes 1o an armoire and strokes the vencer. 
T's a funny thing—en armoire like this, thirty years you 
‘coulda’t give it away; it was a regular measles. Today all of 
a sudden, they want it again. Go figure it out. He goes to one 
of the chests. 

Victor, pleased: Well, give me a good price and we'll make 
2 deal, 


‘Sovomon: Definitely. You see, I don't lie to you. He ls poini- 
‘ng to the chest, For instance, a chiffonier like this I wouldn't 
hhave to keep it a week. Indicating the other chest: That's a 
pair, you know. 

Victor: I know. 

SOLOMON: That's a nice chairs, too. He sits on a dining- 
room chalr, rocking to testis tightness. I lie the chairs. 


Vicron: There's more stuff ín the bedroom, if you want to 
look. 


SoLoMON: Oh? He goes toward the bedroom. What've you. 
‘0t here? He looks into the bedroom, up and down. 1 like 
the bed. That's a very nice carved bed. That I can sell 
That's your parents’ bed? 


Victor: Yes. They may have bought that in Europe, if I'm 
not mistaken. They used to travel a good deal. 
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SOLOMON: Very handsome, very nice. 1 like it. He starts io 
return to the center char, eyes roving the furniture. Looks 
avery nice family. 

Vicros: By the way, that dining-room table opens up. Prob- 
ably seat about twelve people. 

Sotomox, looking at the table: I know that. Yes. In a pinch 
even fourteen. He picks up the foll. What's this? 1 thought 
you were stabbing your wife when I came in. 

‘Victor, laughing: No, 1 just found it. I used to fence years 
apo. 

‘SoLoMoN: You went to college? 
Victor: Couple of years, ya. 
Sovomow: That's very interesting. 

‘Victor: It's the old story. 

Sotowow: No, listen-What happens to people is always the 
malo element to me. Because when do they call me? I's either 
a divorce or somebody died. So i's always a new story. I 
mean ifs the same, but i's dillernt. He sits in the center 
chair. 

‘Victor: You pick up the pieces. 


Sovomon: That's very good, yes. I pick up the pieces. It's a 
lite bit like you, I suppose. You must have some stories, 
betcha, 


‘Victor: Not very often. 

Sovomos: What are you, a traffic cop, or something . . . ? 
‘Victor: I'm out in Rockaway most of the time, the airports 
SoLowoN: That's Siberia, no? 
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Victor, laughing: like it better that way. 

Sovomon: You keep your nose clean. 

Victor, smiling: hat's it Indicating the furniture: So what 
do you say? 

Sovomon: What I say? Taking out nvo cigars as he slances 
about; You like a cigar? 


‘Victor: Thanks, I gave it up long time ago. So what's the 
story here? 


SoLoMoN: I can see you are a very factual person. 
Victor: You bit it. 


SoLowoN: Couldn't be better. So tell me, you got some kind 
‘of paper here? To show ownership? 
Victor: Well, no, I don't, But , . . He half-laughs, l'm the 
‘owner, that's all. 

SoLowoN: In other words, there's oo brothers, no sisters, 
‘Victor: Ihave a brother, yes. 

Sovomon: Ah hah. You're friendly with him. Not that I'm 
‘mixing in, but I don't have to tell you the average family 
they love each other like erazy, but the minute the parents 
die is all of a sudden a question who is going to get what and 
you're covered with cats and dogs— 

‘Victor: There's no such problem here. 

SOLOMON: Unless we're gonna talk about a few pieces, then 
it wouldn't bother me, but to take the whole load without a 
paper is a— 


Victor: All right, Ill get you some kind of statement from 
him; don't worry about it. 


Act on: 
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SoLowo: That's definite; because even from high-class 
people you wouldn't believe the shenanigans—lawyers, col- 
lege professors, television personalities—five hundred dollars 
‘theyll pay a lawyer to fight over a bookcase it's worth fifty 
‘cents—because you see, everybody wants to be number one, 
©. 


Victor: 1 said Td get you a statement. He indicates the 
room. Now what's the story? 


Sovoson: All right, so TU tell you the story, He looks at the 
dining-room table and points to it, For instance, you men- 
tion the dining-room table. That's what they call Spanish 
Jacobean. Cost maybe twelve, thirteen hundred dollars. I 
‘would say—1921, 22. I'm right? 


Vicron: Probably, ya. 


SovowoNclears his throat: Y see you're an intelligent man, 
so before I'l say another word, I ask you to remember— 
with used furniture you cannot be emotional. 


Vicron-laughs: Uhavea't opened my mouth! 
Sovomow: 1 mean you're a policeman, 'n a forniture dealer, 
wwe both know this world. Anything Spanish Jacobean you'll 
sell quicker a case of tuberculosis, 

‘Victor: Why? That table's in beautiful condition. 
SotowoN: Officer, yowre talking reality; you cannot talk 
reality with used forniture, They don't like that style; not 
‘oly they don't like it they hate it. The same thing with that 
bullet there and that. He starts to point elsewhere. 
Victor: You only want to take a few pieces is that the 
ticket? 


SoLowo: Please, Officer, were already talking too fast~ 
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Victor: No-no, you're not going to walk off with the gravy 
and leave me with the bones. All or nothing or let's forget 
it, Told you on the phone it was a whole houseful. 
SoLowoN: What're you in such a hurry? Talk a little bit, 
‘we'll see what happens. In a day they didn't build Rome. 
He calculates worriedly for a moment, glancing agaim at the 
pleces he wants, He gets up, goes and touches the harp. You 
see, what I had ín mind—I would give you such a knockout 
Price for these few pieces that you~ 

Micron: Thats out. 

Sovomon, quickly: Out. 

Victor: I'm pot running a department store. They're tear- 
ing the building down. 

SouowoN: Couldn't be better! We understand each other, 
so-with his charm-to there's no reason to be emotional. 
He goes to the records, These records go? He picks up one. 
‘Victor: I might keep three or four. 


SOLOMON, reading a label: Look at that! Gallagher and 
Shean! 


Vicron, with only half a laugh: You're not going to start 
playing them now! 

SoLowoN: Who needs to play? I was on the same bill with 
Gallagher and Shean maybe fifty theaters. 

‘Victor, surprised: You were an actor? 

SoLoMoN: An actor! An acrobat; my whole family was 
acrobats. Expanding with ts fist opening: You never beard. 
“The Five Solomons"-may they rest in peace? I was the 
‘one on the bottom. 
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Vicron: Funny—I never beard of a Jewish acrobat, 


‘Sovomon: What's the matter with Jacob, he wasn't a wres- 
‘er?—wrestled with the Angel? 

Victor laughs. 
Jews been acrobats since the beginning of the world. I was 
& horse them days: drink, women, anything~on-he-go, on- 
the-go, nothing ever stopped me. Only life, Yes, my boy. 
Almost lovingly putting down the record: What do you 
know, Gallagher and Shean, 
Victor, more intimately now, despite hinaell; but with no 
ess persistence in Keeping 1o the business: So where are we? 
Sotowon-glancing of, he tuns back to Victor with a deeply 
concerned look: Tell me, what's with crime now? It's up, 
hey? 
Vicron: Yeah, its up, its up. Look, Mr. Solomon, let me 
make one thing clear, beh? 'm not sociable, 


SoLowoN: You're not. 


Micron: No, I'm not; I'm not a businessman, I'm not good 
at conversations. So let's get to a price, and finish. Okay? 
SoLowoN: You don't want we should be buddies. 

Vicron: That's exactly it, 

So,owow: So we wouldn't be buddies! He sighs. But just so 
‘you'll know me a litle better—I'm going to show you some- 
thing. He sakes out a leather folder which he fips open and 
Bands to Victor, There's my discharge from the British Navy. 
‘You see? “His Majesty's Service.” 

‘Victor, looking at the document: Huh! What were you 
‘doing in the British Navy? 
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Sovomon:: Forget the British Navy. What does it say the 
date of birth? 

Victor: “Eighteen . . ." Amazed, he looks up at Solomon, 
Yov're almost ninety? 

SovoMon: Yes, my boy. I left Russia sixty-five years ago, 
1 was twenty-four years old. And | smoked all my life. I 
drinked, and 1 loved every woman who would let me. So 
‘what do I need to steal from you? 

‘Victor: Since when do people need a reason to steal? 
Sotowow: I never saw such a man in my life 

‘Victor: Oh yes you did. Now you going to give me a figure 
or? 

SoLomon—he Is actually frightened because he can't get a 
ook into Victor and fears losing the good pieces: How can. 
give you a figure? You don't trust one word I say! 

Victor, with a strained lauph: | never sw you before, 
what'e you asking me to trust your! 
SoLoMON, with a gesture of disgust: Bot bow am I going to 
start to talk to you? I'm sorry; here you can't be a police- 
man. If you want to do business a lite bit you gotta believe. 
or you can't do it. Tm... Tm... Look, forget it. He 
gets up and goes o his portfolio. 

‘Victor, astonished: What are you doing? 

SotowoN: 1 can't work this way. I'm too old every time I 
‘open my mouth you should practically call me a thief. 
Victor: Who called you a thief? 

SoLomox, moving toward the door: No-I don't need it. 
1 don't want it ia my shop. Wagging a finger into Victor's 
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face: And don’t forget it-I never gave you a price, and 
look what you did to me. You see? I never gave you a price! 


‘Victor, angering: Well, what did you come here for, to do 
mea favor? What are you talking about? 


Sotowow: Mister, 1 pity you! What is the matter with you 
People! You're worse than my daughter! Nothing in the 
World you believe, nothing you respect-hov can you live? 
You think that's such a smart thing? That's so hard, what 
you're doing? Let me give you a piece advice—it's not that 
ou can’t believe nothing, that's not so hard-it's that you 
Still got to belive it. Thar’s hard. And if you can't do that, 
my friend—you're a dead man! He starts toward the door. 
Victor, chastened despite himself; Ob, Solomon, come on, 
will you? 

SoowoN: No-no. You got a certain problem with this fur- 
‘iture but you don't want to listen so how can 1 talk? 
‘Victor: I'm listening! For Christ's sake, what do you want 
‘me to do, get down on my knees? 

Soowow, putting down his portfolio and taking out a 
wrinkled tape measure from his jacket pocket: Okay, come 
here. I realize you are a factual person, but some facts are 
funay. He stretches the tape measure across the depth of a 
piece. What does that read? Then turns 10 Victor, showing 
him. 


‘Vacron—comes to him, reads: Forty inches. So? 


Sovowox: My boy, the bedroom doors in a modem apart- 
ment house are thirty, thity-two inches maximum. So you 
can't get this in— 


‘Victor: What about the old houses? 
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SoLoMon, with a desperation growing: All I'm trying to tell 
‘you is that my possiblities are smaller! 

‘Victor: Well, can’t I ask a question? 

Sovomon: I'm giving you architectural facts! Listen—Wiping 
His face, he seizes on the library table, going to it. You got 
there for instance, a library table, That's a solid beauty. But 
o find me a modern apartment with a library. If they would 
build old hotels, I could sell this, but they only build new 
hotels. People don't live ike this no more. This stuff i from 
another world. So I'm trying to give you a modern view- 
Point Because the price of used fumiture is nothing but 
à viewpoint, and if you wouldn't understand the viewpoint 
is impossible to understand the price. 

Victor: o what's the viewpoint-that it's all worth moth- 
ing? 

SovomoN: That's what you said, I didn't soy that. The 
chairs is worth something, the chiflonirs, the bed, the harp— 


icron-turms away from him: Okay, let's forget it, l'm not 
giving you the cream 


Souovow: What're you jumping! 


Victor, turning to him: Good God, are you going to make 
me an offer of not? 


SOLOMON, walking away with a hand at his temple: Boy, oh 
boy, oh boy. You must've arrested a million people by now. 


‘Victor: Nineteen in twenty-eight years. 
Sotowow: So what are you so hard on me? 


Vicron: Because you talk about everything but money and 
1don't know what the hell you're up to. 
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SoLowoN, raising a finger: We will now talk money. He 
returns to the center chair. 

Victor: Great. I mean you can’t blame me-every time you 
‘open your mouth the price seems to go down. 


‘Sovomon, sitting: My boy, the price didn't change since T 
walked in. 


icros, laughing: That's even better! So what's the price? 


Solomon glances about, his wit failed, a sunk look 
‘coming over his face, 


What's going on? What's bothering you? 


‘Sotomox: I'm sorry, I shouldn't have come. I thought it 
would be a few pieces but . . . Sunk, he presses his fingers 
‘nto his eyes. Is too much for me, 

Vicron: Well, what'd you come for? I told you it was the 
whole house. 


SoLowoN, protesting: You called me so | came! What 
‘should 1 do, lay down and die? Striving again 10 save it: 
Look, I want very much to make you an offer, the only ques-. 
tion is... He breaks off as though fearful of saying 
something. 


Victor: This isa hell of a note. 


SOLOMON: Listen, its a terrible temptation to me! Bot... 
‘As though throwing himself on Victor's understanding: You 
‘ee, TI tel you the truth; you must have looked in a very 
‘ld phone book; a couple of years ago already I cleaned out 
my store. Except a few English andirons I got left, I sll 
when I need a few dollars. I figured 1 was eighty, eighty- 
five, it was time already. But I waited-end nothing hap- 
peoed-l even moved out of my apartment. Tm living in 
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the back of the store with a hotplate. But nothing happened. 
Tm still practically a hundred per cent-not a hundred, but 
1 feel very well. And I figured maybe you got a couple nice 
picces—not that the rest can't be sold, but it could take a 
year, year and half. For me that's a big bet. In conflict, he 
looks around. The trouble is 1 love to work; I love it, but— 
Giving up: I don't know what to tell you. 


‘Victor: All right, let's forget it then. 
SoLOMON, standing: What're you jumping? 
‘Victor: Well, are you in or out! 

SotoMoN: How do I know where I am! You see, it's also 
this particular furniture-the average person he'll take one 
Took, it'll make him very nervous. 

‘Victor: Solomon, you're starting again. 
SotowoN: I'm not bargaining with you! 

‘Victor: Why'll it make him nervous? 

SoLoMoN: Because he knows it's never gonna break. 


Victor, not in bad humor, but clinging 10 his senses: Ob 
come on, will you? Have a litle mercy. 


Sovomon: My boy, you don't know the psychology! If it 
‘wouldn't break there is no more possibilities. For instance, 
you take-crosses 1o tablets table . .. Listen! He bangs 
the table. You can't move it. A man sits down to such a table 
he knows not only he's marred, he's got to stay married— 
there is no more possibilities. 


Victor laughs. 


You're laughing, I'm telling you the factual situation. What 
is the key word today? Disposable. The more you cen 
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throw it away the more i's beautiful, Tbe car, the furiture, 
the wie, the clildren-everything bas to be disponible. 
Because you see the main thing today is-shopping. Years 
ago a person, he was unhappy, didn't know what to do with 
Dimselt—be'd go to church, start a revolution—something, 
Today you're unhappy? Can't figure it out? What is the sal- 
vation? Go shopping. 

‘Victor, laughing: You're terrific, I have to give you credit. 
Souowow: I'm telling you the truth! If they would close the 
‘stores for six months in this country there would be from 
‘coast to coast a regular massacre, With this kind of furni- 
tare the shopping i over, its flashed, there's no more por- 
sibilities, you got it, you se? So you got a problem here, 
‘Victor, laughing: Solomon, you are one of the greatest But 
‘I'm way abead of you, it's not going to work. 

‘Sovomon, offended: What "work"? 1 don't know how much 
time I got. What is so terrible if say that? The trouble i, 
you're such a young fella you don't understand these things 
‘Victor: | understand very well, 1 know what you're up 
against. Pm not so young. 

Sotowow, scofing: What are you, forty? Forty-five? 
Victor: I'm going tobe fifty. 

SotoMow: Fifty! You're a baby boy! 

Vieror: Some baby. 

SoLowow: My God, i 1 was fifty... L got married I was 


SoLowoN: What are you talking? She's stil living by 
‘Eighth Avenue over there. See, that's why I like to stay 
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liquid, because I don't want her to get ber hands on this. . . . 
Birds she loves. She's living there with maybe a hundred 
birds. She gives you a plate of soup it's got feathers. I didn't 
work all my fe for her bids. 
Vieror: I appreciate your problems, Mr. Solomon, but T 
don’t have to pay for them. He stands. Ive got no more 
time. 
Sotowow, holding up a restraining hand-desperately: Ym 
going to buy it! He has shocked himself, and glances around 
t the towering masses of furniture. Y mean TH... He 
moves, looking at the stuf]. Vll have to live, that's all, Il 
make up my mind! Tl buy t 
‘Victor—he is affected as Solomon's fear comes through to 
‘him: We're talking about everything now. 
SoLowow, angrily: Everything, everything! Going 10 his 
portfolio: Vl figure it up, Tl give you a very nice price, 
and you'll be a happy man. 
Vicros, sting again: That I doubt. 

Solomon takes a hard-boiled ege out of the portfolio, 
What's this now, hunch? 
SOLOMON: You give me such an argument, I'm hungry! I'm 
‘not supposed to get too hungry. 
Vicron: Brother! 
Souomoncracks the shell on his diamond ring: You want 
‘ne to starve to death? I'm going to be very quick here, 
Vicror: Boy-I picked a nombert 
SoLoMmoN: There wouldn't bea little salt, I suppose. 
‘Victor: I'm not going running for salt now! 
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SoLoMoN: Please, don't be blue. I'm going to knock you off 
your feet with the price, you'l sce. He swallows the egg. He 
now faces the furniture, and, half 10 himself, pad and pencil 
poised: T'm going to go here like an IBM, He starts extimat- 
ing on his pad. 


Micros: That's all right, take it easy. As long as you're 
serious. 


‘Sotomox: Thank you. He touches the hated buffet: Ay, yi, 
yi, Allright, well. . . He jots down a figure. He goes to the 
next. piece, jots down another figure. He goes 10 another 
piece, jots down a figure. 

Vicros, after à moment: You really got married at seventy- 
five? 

‘Sovomow:: What's so terrible? 

‘Victron: No, I think it's terrific. But what was the point? 


SoLowoN: What's the point at twenty-five? You can't die 
twenty-six? 

‘Victor, laughing softly: I guest so, ya. 

‘SoLoMON: It's the same like secondhand furniture, you see; 
the whole thing is a viewpoint. It's a mental world. He jots 
down another figure for another piece. Seventy-five 1 got 
‘married, fifty-one, and twenty-two, 

Victor: You're kidding. 

SoLowow: I wish! He works, jotting his estimate of each 
lece on the pad, opening drawers, touching everything. 
Peering into a dark recess, he takes out a pencil flashlight, 
switches it on, and begins to probe with the beam. 
Vicror—te har gradually tured to watch Solomon, who 
oes on working: Cut the kidding now-how old are you? 
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Sotowow, sliding out a drawer: Vm cighty-nine. Is such 
an accomplishment? 

‘Victor: You're a hell ofa guy. 

SoLomon, smiling with the encouragement and turning 10 
Victor: You know, its a funny thing. rs so long since I 
took on such a load like this-you forget what kind of lie 
it puts Ínto you. To take out a pencil agsin . . .ifsa regu 
Jar injection. Frankly, my telephone you could wse for a 
lade, it wouldn't interfere with nothing. I want to thank you. 
He points t Victor. Vm going to take good care of you, 
{mean t. ean open that? 

Vicron; Sure, anything 

SoLOMON, gong to an armoire: Some of them had a mirror 
+ « «He opens the armoire, ond a roled-up fur rug falis out. 
Iris about three by five. What's this? 

Vicron: God knows. I guess its a rg. 


‘SoLoMoN, holding it up: No-no-thats a lap robe. Like for 


‘Victor: Say, that's right, ya. When they went driving. God, 
T haven't seen that in— 


SoowoN: You bad a chauffeur? 
‘Victor: Yo, we had a chauffeur. 
Their eyes meet. Solomon looks at him as though 


Victor were coming into focus. Victor rns away. 
Now Solomon turns back to the armoire. 

SovoMON: Look at that! He fakes down an opera hat from 

the shelf within. My God! He puts it on, looks into the inte- 

‘lor mirror. What a world! He turns to Victor: He must've 

been some sporty guyt 
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Victor, smiling: You look pretty good! 

SotowoN: And from allthis he could go so broke? 

VicToR: Why not? Sore. Took five weeks. Less 


SoLowow: You don't say. And be couldn't make a come- 
back? 


‘Vacror: Well some men don't bounce, you know, 
‘Sovomon—grunts: Hmm! So what did he do? 
Victor: Nothing. Just sat here. Listened to the radio. 
SovoMon: But what did he do? What? 


Vicron: Well, now and then he was making change at the 
Automat. Toward the end he was delivering telegrams. 


SOLOMON, with grief end wonder: You don't say. And how 
much he had? 


‘Victor: Oh. . . couple of million, I guess. 
‘Soros: My God. What was the matter with him? 


Vicron: Well, my mother died around the same time. 1 
guess that didn't help. Some men just don't bounce, that’s 
an 

SoLowow: Listen, | can tell you bounces. I went busted 
1932; then 1923 they also knocked me out; the panic of 
1904, 1898.. ... Butto lay down like that. . . 

Vicron: Well, you're different. He believed in it. 
‘Sovosow: What be believed? 


Micron: The system, the whole thing. He thought it was 
^is fault, I guess. You-you come in with your song and 
dance, it's all a gag. You're a bundred and fifty years old, 
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you tel your jokes, people fal in love with you, and you 

walk away with their furniture 

Sotomow: That's not nice, 

‘Victor: Don't shame me, will ya?—What do you say? You 

don't need to look any more, you know what I've got here. 
Solomon is clearly at the end of his delaying re- 
sources. He looks about slowly; the furniture seems 
10 loom over him like a threat or a promise. His 
eyes climb up to the edges of the ceiling, his hands 
qrasping one another. 

What are you afraid of? It keep you busy. 
Solomon looks at him, wanting even more reassur- 
ance. 

SotowoN: You don't think is folish? 

‘Victor: Who knows what's foolish? You enjoy it~ 

Sorowow: Listen, Hove it- 

Victor:—so take it. You plan too much, you end up with 

nothing. 

SotowoN, intimately: I would like to tell you something. 

‘The last few months, I don't know what it is-she comcs 

to me. You see, I had a daughter, she should rest in peace, 

she took her own life, a suicide... 

Victor: When was this? 


SovoMon: It was. . . 1916-tbe latter part. But very beau- 
"iul, a lovely face, with large eyes—she was pure lke the 
‘morning. And lasly, I don't know what it is-I see her 
clear lke I se you. And every night practically, L lay down 
to go to sleep, so she sits there. And you can't help it, you 
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ask yourseliwhat happened? What happened? Maybe 1 
‘could have said something to ber. . maybe I did say some- 
Ming. . . i's all. . . He looks atthe furniture. Ws not that 
TU die, you can't be afraid of that. But. . . Tl tll you the 
truth—a mioute ago | mentioned | had three wives... 
Slight pause. His fear ries. Jus this minute 1 realize I had 
four. Isn't that terrible? The first time was nineteen, in 
Lithoania. See, that's what I mean it's impossible to know 
what is important. Here T'm sitting with you... and... , 
sad . . . He looks around at the furniture, What for? Not 
that I don't want it, | want it, but. . . You se, all my life 
was a terrible fghter—you could never take nothing from 
‘me; I pusbed, I pulled, I strugeled in six different countries, 
1 nearly got killed a couple times, and ifs. . . Irs like now 
Tim siting bere talking to you and I tell you it's a dream, 
its a dream! You see, you can't imagine it ecause— 
Victor: 1 know what you're talking about. But it's not a 
dream-ifs that you've got to make decisions before you 
know what's involved, but you're stock with the results any- 
way. Like I was very good in science-1 loved it, But I had 
to drop out to feed the old man. And I figured T'd go on 
the Force temporarily, just to get us through the Depression, 
then go back to school. But the war came, we had the kid, 
and you turn around and you've racked up fifteen years on 
the pension. And what you started out to do is a milion 
miles away. Not that I regret it all—we brought up a terrific 
boy, for one thing; nobody's ever going to take that guy. 
Bot i's like you were saying—it's impossible to know wi 
important, We always agreed, we stay out of the rat race 
‘and live our own life. That was important, But you shovel 
the crap out the window, it comes back in under the door 
it all ends up she wants, she wants. And I can't really blame 
ber-ibere's jst no respect for anything but money. 
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SoLowox: What're you got against money? 

‘Victor: Nothing, I just dida’t want to lay down my life for 
it, But I think I laid it down another way, and I'm not even 
sure any more what I was trying to accomplish. I look back 
now, and all I can see is a long, brainless walk in the street. 
I guess it's the old story; do anything, but just be sure you 
win, Like my brother; years ago I was living up bere with 
the old man, and be used to contribute five dollars a month. 
‘A month! And a successful surgeon. But the few times he'd 
‘come around, the expression on the old man's face—you'd 
think God walked in. The respect, you know what I mean? 
‘The respect! And why not? Why not? 


SovoMon: Wel, sure, be bad the power. 


Vievor: Now you said it-if you got that you got it al 
You're even lovable! He laughs. Well, what do you say? Give 
me the price, 


Sotouosilight pause: TII glve you eleven hundred dollars, 
icron-slight pause; For everything? 
SovoMtn, in a breathless way: Everything. 

Slight pause. Victor looks around at the furniture. 


1 want it so I'm giving you a good price. Believe me, you 
‘wil never do better. I want it; I made up my mind. 


Victor continues staring at the stufl. Solomon takes 
‘Out a common envelope and removes a wad of bills 


Here. . . Ml pay you now. He readies a bill to start counting 
it out. 


Vicron: Its that Lave to split it, see— 
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SoLowow: All right . . . so I'l make out a receipt for you 
and I'll pot down six hundred dollars. 

‘Victor: No-no . . . He gets up and moves at random, look- 
ing at the furniture, 

SoLowow: Why not? He took from you so take from him. 
If you want, I put down four hundred, 

Vicror: No, 1 don't want to do that, Slight pause. TI call 
you tomorrow, 

Sotomon, smiling: AU right; with God's belp if I'm there 
tomorrow Il answer the phone. If I wouldo't be . . . Slight 
pause. Then I wouldn't be, 


Micron, annoyed, but wanting 10. believe: Don't start that 
again, will you? 

Sotowow: Look, you convinced me, so I want it, So what 
sould 1 do? 

‘Victor: I convinced you? 


SoLoMON, very distressed: Absolutely you convinced me. 
You saw it-the minute I looked at it | was going to walk 
‘out! 


‘Victor, cuiting him off, angered at His own indecision: Ab, 
the bell with it. He holds out his hand. Give it to me. 


'SoLowow, wanting Victor's good will: Please, don't be blue. 
Vicron: Oh, it all stinks. Jabbing forth his hand: Come on. 


SOLOMON, with a bill raised over Victor's hand-protesting: 
What stinks? You should be happy. Now you can buy her a 
nice coat, take her to Florida, maybe— 
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‘Victor, nodding ironically: Right, right! We'll all be happy 
now. Give it to me. 
‘Solomon shakes his head and counts bis into his 
hand. Victor turns his head and looks at the piled 
walls of furniture, 
So,owoN: There's one hundred; two hundred; three hun- 
dred; four bundred ... Take my advice, buy ber a nice 
fur coat your troubles'l be over— 


‘Victor: I know all about it. Come on. 


SotoMoN: So you got there four, o I'm giving you . . . five, 
six, seven . . , Tmean it’s already in the Bible, the rat race. 
‘The minuto she laid her hand on the apple, that’s it. 

‘Victon: I never read the Bible, Come om. 


SoLoMoN: If you'll read it you'll see—there's always a rat 
race, you can’t stay out of it. So you got there seven, so. 
‘now I'm giving you. . . 
‘A man appears in the doorway, In his mid-fities, 
‘well-barbered; hatless, in a camels-hair coat, very 
St plan look of sey ears vt 
face. 
Victor, seeing past Solomon, starts slightly with 
shock, withdrawing his hand from the next bil 
which Solomon is about to lay in it 


‘Victor, suddenly flushed, his voice oddly high and boyish: 
Walter! 


WALTER—enters the room, coming to Victor with extended 
hand and with a reserve of warmth but a sti] smile: How 
are you, kid? 


Solomon has moved out oftheir line of sight. 
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icros-shifis the money 1o his left hand as he shakes: 
God, I never expected you. 
Watrex, of the money-halj-humorously: Sorry Ym late. 
‘What are you doing? 
Victon, fighting c treason to himself, thus taking on a 
strained humorous air: V. . .just sod it, 
WALTER: Good! How much? 
Victor, as though absolutely certain now he has been hi 
Ah. . eleven hundred. 
WALTER, in a dead voice shorn of comment: Oh. Well, ood. 
He turns rather deliberately—but not overly s010 Solomon: 
For everything? 
Sovomon—comes to Welter, his hand extended; with an 
‘energized voice that braves everything: Vm very bappy to 
‘meet you, Doctor! My name is Gregory Solomon. 
WaLtex-the look on his face is rather amused, but his 
reserve has possibilities of accusation: How do you do? 
He shakes Solomon's hand, as Victor rales his hand 
4o smooth down his hair, a look of nearsaarm for 
‘himself om his face. 


CURTAIN 


Act Two 


The action is continuous, As the curtain rises Walter 
is just releasing Solomon's hand and turning about 
to face Victor. His posture is reserved, sijened by 
traditional control over a nearly fierce curiosity. His 
‘rin is disciplined and rather hard, but his eyes are 
warm and combative. 


Wauran: How's Esther? 
‘Victor: Fine, Should be here any minute. 
Water: Here? Good! And what's Richard doing? 
‘Victor: He's at MT. 

Waurun: No kidding! M.LTA 

Victor, nodding: They pave him a full scholarship, 


Waren, dispelling his surprise: What do you know. With 
awider smile, ond embarrassed warmth: You're proud. 


‘Victor: I guess so. They put him in the Honors Program. 
Wacran: Really, Thats wonderfuL-You don't mind my 
coming, do you? 

‘Victor: No! Lcalled you a couple of times, 
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Waren: Yes, my nurse told me. What's Richard interested 
in? 

‘Victor: Science. So far, anyway. With security: Howse 
yours? 

Watren-moving, he breaks the confrontation: 1 suppose 
Jean turned out best—but I don't think you ever saw her. 
‘Victor: [never did, no. 

Waren: The Times gave her quite a spread last fall. Pretty 
fait designer. 

Victor: Ob? That's great. And the boys? They in school? 
WALTER: They often are. Abruptiy laughs, refusing his own 
embarrassment: Y hardly see them, Vic. With al the unsolved 
‘mysteries in the world they're investigating the guitar. But 
‘hat the bell... I've given up worrying about them. He 
walks past Solomon, glancing at the furniture: Vd forgotten 
Bow muuch he bad up bere. There's your radiol 

‘Victor, smiling with him: now, I saw it 

WALTER, looking down at the radio, then upward io the 
ceiling through which the battery once exploded. Both laugh. 
Then he slances with open feeling at Victor: Long time. 
‘Victor, fending off the common emotion: Yes. How's 
Dorothy? 

WaLTER, cryptically: She's all right, I guess. He moves, 
glancing at the things, but epcin with suddenness turns back. 
Looking forward to seeing Esther again. She still writing 
poetry? 

‘Victor: No, not for years now. 

SOLOMON: He's gota very nice wife. We met. 
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Navren, surprised; as though at something intrusive: Ob? 
He turns back to the furniture. Well. Same old junk, isa if? 


Victor, downing a greater protest: I wouldn't say that. 
Some of it isn’t bad. 


SoLowoN: One or two very nice things, Doctor. We came 
toa very nice agreement. 


Micros, with an implied rebuke: 1 never thought you'd 
show ups guest we'd better trt all ver agala— 


WALTER: Oh, no-no, I don't want to foul up your deal. 


SotowoN: Excuse me, Doctor—better you should take what 
you want now than we'll argue later. What did you want? 


Waren, surprised, turning 10 Victor: Oh, 1 didn't want 
anything. I came by to say hello, that’s all. 


Micron: I see, Fending off Walter's apparent gesture with 
‘an overquick movement toward the oar: Y found your oar, 
ityou vant it. 


‘Wavran: One? 


Victor draws it out from behind furniture, A curved- 
blade sweep. 


Habt He receives the oar, looks up its length, and laughs, 
hefting i. I must have been out of my mind? 


SoowoN: Excuse me, Doctor; if you want the oar— 


Watt, standing the oar before Solomon, whom he leaves 
holding on to it: Don't get excited, I don't want it. 


SoLoMoN: No. I was going to say-a personal thing like this 
Thave no objection. 


ores, half-laughing: That's very generous of you. 
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Victor, apologizing for Solomon: 1 threw in everyibing- 
Ynevcrtbooght you'd get here. 


WALTER, with a strained over-agrecableness: Sure, that's 
allright. What are you taking? 

Vicron: Nothing, really. Esther might want a lamp or some- 
thing like that. 

SoLoMoN: He's not interested, you sce; he's a modern per- 
son, what are you going to do? 

Watrr: You're not taking the harp? 


Victor, with a certain guilt: Wel, nobody plays . . . You 
take it if you lke, 


‘SoLomon: You'll excuse me, Doctor-the harp, please, that's 


Watreg-lauphs-orchly amused ond put out: You don't 
‘mind if I make a suggestion, do you? 


‘Sotomon: Doctor, please, doo be offended, I only 
WatteR: Well, why do you interrupt? Relax, we're only 
talking. We haven't seen each other for a long time, 
Sovomon: Coulda’ be better; I'm very sory. He sits, nerv= 
‘ously pulling his cheek. 

WALTER, touching the harp: Kind of a pity-this was 
Grandpa's wedding present, you know, 

Victor, looking with surprise atthe harp: Say—that’s right! 
Watrek, to Solomon: What are you giving him for this? 
‘SOLOMON: I didn't itemize—one price for everything. Maybe 
three hundred dollars. That sounding board is cracked, you 
know. 
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‘Victor, to Walter: You want it? 


SoLomon: Please, Victor, I hope you're not going to take 
‘thet away from me. To Walter: Look, Doctor, Em not trj- 
ing to fool you. The harp is the beart and soul of the deal. 
1 realize it was your mother's harp, but like I tried to tell 
to Victor-you belore—to Walter—with used furniture you 
‘cannot be emotional. 

Watrer: I guess it doesn't matter. To Vieior: Actually, Y 
was wondering if be kept any of Mother's evening gowns, 
did he? 

‘Victor: haven't relly gone through it all— 

SoLomon, raising a finger, eagerly: Walt, wat, I think 1 can. 
help you. He goes to an armoire he had earlier looked into, 
and opens it 

Watrex, moving toward the armoire: Sbe bad some speo- 
tacular- 

SotowoN, drawing out the bottom of a gown elaborately 
‘embroidered in gold: Is this what you mean? 
Watts: Yes, that's the stuff 


Solomon blows dust off and hands him the bottom 
of the gown. 


Isn't that beautiful! Say, I think she wore this at my wed- 
ding! He takes i out of the cose, holds it up. Surst You 
remember this? 

‘Victor: What do you want with it 


Water, drawing out another gown off the rack: Look at 
this one! Isnt that something? I thought Jeannie might make 
something new out of the material, ' lke ber to wear some- 
thing of Mother's. 


ACT TWO THE PRICE s 
icron-a new, surprising idea: Oh! Fine, that's a nice idea, 
SoLoMON: Take, take-they're beautiful. 


Wauren, suddenly glancing about as he lays the gowns 
across a chair: What happened to the piano? 


Victor: Ob, we sold that while 1 was stil in school. We 
lived on it for a long time, 


WALTER, very inerestedly: [never knew that, 
Vicros: Sure. And the silver, 


WALTER: Of course! Stupid of me not to remember that. 
He haljsits against the back of a couch. His interes is avid, 
‘and his energy immense. | suppose you know-you've gotten 
"to look a great deal like Dad. 


Vicron: 1 do? 


Watren: lés very striking. And your voice is very much 
like bis. 
‘Victor: know. It has that sound to me, sometimes. 


SoLowoN: So, gentlemen . . . He moves the money in his 
hand. 


‘Victor, indicating Solomon: Maybe we'd better settle this 
Dow. 

acres: Yes, go ahead! He walks of, looking at the furni- 
ture. 

'SovowoN, indicating the money Victor holds: You got there 
seven 


WALTER, oblivious of Solomon; unable, so to speak, to settle 
dor the status quo: Wonderful to see you looking so well, 
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Vicror-the new interruption seems odd; observing more 
than speaking: You do too, you look great. 


Waren: I ski a lot; and I ride nearly every morning. . . » 
You know, I started to call you a dozen times this year—He 
breaks off. Indicating Solomon: Finish up, Tl talk to you 
later, 


SoLowoN: So now I'm going to give you bill is poised. 
over Victor's hand. 


Victor, to Walter: That price al right with you? 


Waren: Oh, I don't want to interfere. Its just that I dealt 
with these fellows when I split up Dorothy's and my stu 
last yea, and I found— 


‘Victor, from an earlier impression: You're not divorced, 
are you? 


Waren, with a nervous shot of laughter: Yest 


Esther enters on his tine; she is carrying a sult in a. 
plastic wrapper. 


Esti, surprised: Wolter! For heaven's sake! 


Warren, eagerly jumping up, coming to her, shaking her 
hand: How are you, Esther! 


Estuer, between her disapproval and fascinated surprise: 
What are you doing here? 


Water: You've hardly changed! 


Estuen, with a charged laugh, conflicted with herself: Ob, 
oon now! She hangs the suit on a chest handle, 


Waren, 10 Victor: You son of a gun, she looks twenty-five! 
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‘Victor, watching for Esther's reaction: Y know! 


Esruzs, flattered, and offended, 100: Oh stop it, Waltert 
‘She sits, 


Water: But you do, honestly; you look marvelous. 
SoLowoN: Its that suit, you see? What did I tell you, it's 
‘avery beautiful sut. 
Victor laughs a title as Esther looks conflicted by 
‘Solomon's compliment. 


Estas, with mock-affront-to Victor: What are you lavgh- 
ang at? I is. She is about to laugh. 


‘Victor: You looked so surprised, that's all. 


Estar: Well, I'm not used to walking into all these com- 
pliments! She bursts out laughing. 


WALTER, suddenly recalling—eagerly: Say! I'm sorry 1 didn’t 
now T' be seeing you when 1 left the house this morning 
Td have brought you some lovely Indian bracelets. I pot 
‘a whole boxful from Bombay. 


Esruex, still not focused on Walter, sizing him up: How do 
you come to-? 


WatTER: I operated on this big textile guy and he keeps 
sending me things. He sent me ths coat, in fact. 


Esrutx: I was noticing it. That's gorgeous material. 
WatrER: Isn't it? Two gallstones. 


Esruer, her impression lingering for the instant; How's 
Dorothy?—Did I bear you saying you were? 


WALTER, very seriously: We're divorced, ya. Last winter, 
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Esrura: I'm sorry to hear that. 


WALTER: It was coming a long time. We're both much bet- 
ter off—we're almost friendly now. He laughs. 


sri: Ob, stop dat, you dog. 
WATER, with naive excitement: Ves true 


EstueR: Look, I'm for the woman, so don't hand me that. 
To Victor—seeing the money in his hand: Have you settled 
everything? 


‘Victor: Just about, I guess. 


Water: I was just telling Victor—to Victor: when we split 
things up L-to Solomon: You ever hear of Spitzer and Fox? 


SOLOMON: Thirty years 1 know Spitzer and Fox. Bert Fox 
worked for me maybe te, twelve year 


WALTaR: They did my appraisal 


SoLowow; They're good boys. Spitzer is not as good as Fox, 
‘but between the two you're in good hands. 


Ntrra: Yes. That's why I— 


Sovomon: Spitzer is vice president of the Appraisers’ As- 
sociation, 


Waren: I see. The poiat I'm making 
Sovomon: I used to be president. 
WautaR: Really. 
Sotowos: Oh yes. I made tall ethical. 


WALTER, trying to keep a straight face-and Victor as well: 
Did you? 
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Victor suddenly bursts out laughing, which sets off 
Walter ond Esther, and a warmth springs up among 
them, 


‘Sovomos, smiling, but insistent: Whats so funny? Listen, 
before me was a jungle-you wouldn't laugh so much, I put 
in all the rates, what we charge, you know-I made it a 
profession, like doctors, lawyers—used to be it was a regu: 
lar snakepit. But today, you got nothing to worry-all the 
members are hundred per cent ethical, 

Waren: Well, that was a good deed, Mr. Solomon-but I 
think you can do a lile better on tis furniture, 


Estux, to Victor, who has money in his hand: How much 
bas be offered? 


‘Victor, embarrassed, but braving it quite well: Eleven 
bundred, 
Esmurs, distressed; with a transcendent protest: Oh, I think 
that’s . . . isn't that very low? She looks to Walter's con- 
firmation. 


Waren, jamiliarty: Come on, Solomon. He's been risking 
his life for you every day; be generous 

Sovomox, to Esther: That's a real brother! Wonderful. To 
Welter: But you can call anybody you like- Spitzer and Fox, 
Joe Brody, Paul Cavallo, Morris White-I know them all 
and I know what they'll tell you. 

Victor, striving to retcin some assurance; to Esther: See, 
the point he was making about it— 

Sorowos, to Esther, raising his finger: Listen to him because 
be 
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Victor, to Solomon: Hold it one second, will you? To 
Esther and Wolter: Not that Tm saying its true, but he 
claims a lot of itis too big to get into the new apartments. 
Esruen, half-auphing: You believe that? 

Warren: I don’t know, Esther, Spitzer and Fox said the 
‘same thing. 

Esrien: Walter, the city is full of big, old apartmentst 
‘SoLoMoN: Darling, why don't you leave it to the boys? 


Esture, suppressing an outburst: | wish you wouldn't order. 
me around, Mr, Solomon! To Walter, protesting: Those two 
bureaus alone are worth a couple of hundred dollars! 


Waren, delicately: Maybe Toughtn'tinterfere— 
Esrurx: Why? Of Solomon: Don't let him bulldoze you~ 
Sotomon: My dear gil, you're talking witboot a basis— 


stun, slashing: 1 don't like this kind of dealing, Mr. Solo- 
‘mont I just don't like it! She is near tears. A pause. She 
turns bock to Walter: This money is very important to us, 
Walter. 


Watrer, chastised: Yes. 1. . . I'm sorry, Esther. He looks 
about, Well. ...ifitwas mine— 


Esrizx: Why? It's yours as much as Victor's. 

Warrrn: Oh no, dear-I wouldn't take anything from this. 
Pause. 

‘Victor: No, Walter, you get alf. 


‘Waren: 1 wouldn't think of it, kid. I came by to say hello, 
that's all 


Pause, 
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Estmen—she is very moved: That's terrific, Walter. lts. . . 
Really, 1. 
Vicro: Well, well talk about it. 

WALTER: No-no, Vic, you've eared it s yours. 


Victor, rejecting the implication: Why have 1 earned it? 
You take your share, 

Waxrer: Why don't we discuss it later? To Solomon: In 
my opinion— 

Sotowox, to Victor: So now you don't even have to split. 
To Victor and Wolter: You're lucky they're tearing the bulld- 
{ng down—you got together, nally, 

WavTER: I would have sald a minimum of three thousand 
dollars, 


‘Esrumn: Thats exactly what I bad in mind! To Solomon: 

was going to say thirty-five hundred dollars, 

‘Warren, to Victor; tactfully: In that neighborhood. 
Silence, Solomon sits there holding back comment, 
not looking at Victor, blinking with protest. Victor 
‘thinks for a moment; then turns to Solomon, and 
there isa wide discouragement in his voice. 


‘Victor: Well? What do you say? 


SoLooN, spreading out his hands helplessly, outraged: 
What can I say? It's ridiculous. Why does he give you three 
thousand? What's the matter with five thousand, ten thou- 
sand? 


WaLrER, to Victor, without criticism: You should've gotten 
a couple of other estimates, you sce, that’s always the— 
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Victor: I've been calling you all week for just that reason, 
‘Walter, and you never came to the phone. 


WALTER, blushing: Why would that stop you from—? 


Victor: I didn't think I had the right to do it slone—the 
‘nurse gave you my messages, didn't she? 


atten: T've been terribly tied up-and I had no intention 
of taking anything for myself, so I assumed— 


‘Victor: But how was I supposed to know that? 


Waren, with open seleeproack: Yes. Well, . «1 beg 
your pardon. He decides to stop there. 


SoLowoN: Excuse me, Doctor, but I can't understand you; 
first it's a lot of junk— 


sri: Nobody called it a lot of junk 


Souowo: He called it a lot of junk, Esther, when he walked 
dn here, 


Esther turns to Walier, puzzled and angry. 


Warren, reacting to her look; to Solomon: Now just a 
sminwie— 


SoLoMoN: No, please, Indicating Victor: This is a factual 
‘man, so let's be factual 


Esrurx: Well, that's an awfully strange thing to say, Walter. 
WALTER, intimately: 1 dida’t mean it in that sense, Esther— 
SotowoN: Doctor, please. You said junk. 


Waren, sharply—and there is an over-meaning of much 
‘greater anger in his tone: Y didn't mean it in that sense, 
Mr. Solomon! He controls himsel|-and, half to Esther: 


ACT TWO- THE Price 65 
When you've been brought up with things, you tend to be 
sick of them. . . . To Esther: That's all meant, 

‘Sotomon: My dear man, if it was Louis Seize, Biedermeir, 
something like that, you wouldn't get sick. 

Watrts, pointing to a plece, and weakened by knowing he 
ds exaggerating: Well, there happens to be a pice right over 
there in Biedermeier style! 

Sovonon: Biedermeler “style!” He picks up his hat. 1 got 
3 hat it’s in Borsolino style but it's not a Borsolino, To 
Victor: 1 mean he don't have to charge me to make an 
impression, 

WALTER, striving for an cir of amusement: Now what's that 
supposed to mean? 

Victor, with a refusal o dump Solomon: Well, what basis 
do you go on, Walter? 

Wars, reddening but smiling: I don't know . . . its a 
feeling that’s al 

erts. there is ridicule: Well, on what basis do you take 
leven hundred, dear? 

‘Victor, angered; his manly leadership is suddenly in front: 
[simply flt it was probably more or Jess right! 

Estar, as a refrain: Oh God, bere we go again. All right, 
throw it away— 


SotowoN, indicating Victor: Please, Esther, he's not throw- 
ing nothing away. This man is no fool! To Walter as well: 
Excuse me, but this is not right to do to him! 


WALTER, bridling, but retaining his smile: You going to 
‘teach me what's right now? 
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Esmuem, 10 Victor, expanding Waliers protest: Really! Y 
mean. 


icronobeying her protest for want of a certainty of his 
‘own, he touches Solomon's shoulder: Mr. Solomon. . . why 
don't you sit down in the bedroom for a few minutes and let 
vs talk? 


SotoMoN: Certainly, whatever you say. He gets up. Only 
Please, you made a very nice deal, you got no right to be 
‘shamed. . .. To Ester: Excuse me, | don't want to be 
mon 


Esuen-laughs angrily; He's fantastict 


‘Victor, trying 10 get him moving again: Whyn't you go 
inside? 


SotowoN: I'm going; 1 only want you to understand, Victor, 
that if Jt was a diferent kind of man-turniag 1o Esther: 
1 would say to you that be's got the money in his hand, so 
the deal is concluded. 


Watter: He can't conclude any deal without me, Solomon, 
Tm half owner here. 


SoLowow, 1o Victor: You see? What did 1 ask you the first 
‘thing I walked in bere? “Who is the owner?" 


Wautun: Why do you confuse everything? I'm not making 
any claim, I merely 

SoLowoN: Then how do you come to interfere? He's got 
the money; I know the law? 

Waren, angering: Now you stop being foolish! Just stop itt 


T've got the best lawyers in New York, so go inside and 
down. 
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Micron, as he turns back to escort Solomon: Take it easy, 
Walter, come on, cut it out. 


Esrues, striving 10 keep a light, amused tone: Why? He's 
perfectly right 


Micros, with a hard glance at her, moving upstage with 
Solomon: Here, you better hold onto this money. 


‘Sovomon: No, that's yours; you bold. 
e sways. Victor grasps his arm. Walter gets up. 

‘Ware: You all right? 

Sovoston-—dizey, he grasps his head: Yes, yes, P... . 


WaxreR, coming t0 him: Let me look at you. He takes 
Solomon's wrists, looks into his face, 


Sovomon: I'm only a little tired, I didn't take my nap today. 


‘Water: Come in bere, lie down for a moment. He starts 
‘Solomon toward the bedroom. 


SoLowoN: Don't worry about me, I'm . . . He halts and 
points back at his portfolio, leaning on a chest. Please, Doc- 
tor, if you wouldn't mind—I got a Hershey's in there. 


Walter hesitates to do his errand, 
Helps me. 


Walter unwillingly goes to the portfolio and reaches 
into it. 


Im a very healthy person, but a nap, you see, I have to 
havea... 


Walter takes out an orange. 
Not the orange—on the bottom is a Hershey's. 
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Walter takes out a Hershey bar. 

Thats a boy. 

WaLrER-returns 10 him and helps him 10 the bedroom: 

Allright, come on. . . easy doesit. . « 


Sotoxow, s e goes into ihe Bedroom: Tm al rig, dot 

worry, You're very nce people. 
Solomon and Walter exit into the bedroom. Victor 
glances at the money in his hand, then puts it on a 
table, setting the foil on it. 

‘Ester: Why are you being so apologetic? 

VicTOR: About what? 

run: That oldman, Was hat s stor? 


‘Victor: Why do you believe Walter? He was obviously pull 
{ng a number out of hat. 


EsTurR: Well, I agree with him. Did you try to get him to- 
go higher? 


‘Vicror: I don’t know bow to bargain and T'm not going 
1o start now. 


Estuer: I wish you wouldn't be above everything, Victor, 
we're not twenty years old. We need this money. 

He is silent, 
‘You hear me? 
‘Victor: Ive made a deal, and that’s it. You know, you take 
a tone somctimes-like I'm some kind of an incompetent. 


Esturn—sets up, moves restlessly: Well anyway, youTl get 
the whole amount-God, hes certainly changed. Its 
amazing. 
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Vicros, without assent: Seems so, ya. 


Esrues, wanting him 10 join her: He's so human! And he 
laughs! 


‘Victor: I've seen him laugh, 

Esruer, with a grin of trepidation: Am 1 hearing something 
oris that my imagination? 

Vicros: I want to think about it 

Ester, quietly: You're not taking bis share? 

‘Victor: I said I would like to think. . . 


Assuming he will refuse Walter's share, she really 
doesn't know what 10 do or where 10 move, so she 
goes for her purse with a quick stride, 

‘Victor, getting up: Where you going? 

Esruts, turning back on him: 1 want to know. Are you or. 

aren't you taking his share? 

‘Vacror: Esther, I've been calling him all week; doesn’t even. 

bother to come to the phone, walks in bere and smiles and 

Tm supposed to fall Into his arms? I can't behave as though 

nothing ever happened, and you're not going to either! Now 

just take it easy, we're not dying of hunger. 

Ester: I don't understand what you think you're up- 

holding! 

‘Victor, outraged: Where have you been?! 

Estuer: But he's doing exactly what you thought he should 

o! What do you want? 

Vicron: Certain things have happened, haven't they? 1 can't 

turn around this fast, kid. He's only been here ten minutes, 


70 ACT TWO - THE PRICE 


Ive got twenty-eight years to shake off my back. . .. Now 
sit down, I want you here. He sis. 


She remains standing, uncertain of what to do. 
Please. You can wait a few minutes for your drink. 
Esruzn, in despair: Vic it's all blowing away. 
‘Victor, to diminish the entire prize: Half of eleven hundred 
dollars is ive-fifty, dear. 
Esruzx: I'm not talking about money. 

Voices are heard from the bedroom, 


He's obviously making a gesture, why can't you open your- 
self a lile? She lays her head back. My mother was right— 
1 can never believe anything I see. But I'm going to. That's 
am going to do. What se. 


A chalr scrapes in the bedroom. 
Vicron: Wipe your cheek, wil you? 
Walier enters from the bedroom, 
How is bet 
Wauran: I think he'l be all right, Warmly: God, what a 
pirate! He sis. He's eighty-nive! 
Esta: I don’t believe itt 
Vicron: He is. He showed me his 
Watrts, laughing: Ob, be show you that too? 
Vicron, smiling: Ya, the British Navy. 
Esruta: He was ia the British Navy? 


Micron, building on Walter's support: He's got a discharge. 
He's not altogether phony. 
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‘Warren: P wouldn't go that far. A guy that age, though, 
‘tll driving like that . . . As though admitting Victor was 
‘not foolish: There is something wonderful about it. 

‘Victor, understating: I think so. 

Ester: What do you think we ought to do, Walter? 
WatER-slipht pause. He is trying (o modify what he be- 
leves is his overpowering force so as not 1o appear 10 be 
taking over. He is faintly smiling toward Victor: There is a 
‘way to get a good deal more out of it.I suppose you know 
that, though. 

Victor: Look, I'm not married to this guy. If you want to 
‘call another dealer we can compare. 


Waxren: You don't have to do that; he's a registered up- 
praiscr.— You see, instead of selling it, you could make it a 
charitable contribution, 

Vicron: I don't understand, 


Waren: Its perfectly simple. He puts a value on it-lets 
say twenty-five thousand dollars, and— 

Esrurx, fascinated with a laugh: Are you kidding? 
WatTER: It's done all the time. It's a dream world but it's 
legal. He estimates its highest retail value, which could be 
pt at some such figure. Then I donate it to the Salvation 
Amy. have to take ownership, you see, because my tax 
Tate is much higher than yours so i would make more sense 
if I took the deduction. I pay around fity per cent tax, so 
i T make a tweaty-ve-tiousand-dollar contribution 1'd be 


give you six thousand dollars. A pause. I's really the only 
sensible way to do it, Vic. 
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Esrten-elances at Victor, but he remains silent: Would it 
bbe costing you anything? 


Waxrer: On the contrary-it's found money to me. To 
Victor: Y mentioned it to him just now. 


‘Victor, as though thi had beer the question: What'd be 
sy? 

Watren: Its up to you. We'd pay him an appraisal fee 
fit, sity bucks 

Micron: Is he willing todo that? 


Watren: Well, of course he'd rather buy it outright, but 
‘what the bell 


Esrurn: Well, that's not his decision, isi? 


Victor: No. . . i's just that I feet I did come to an agree- 
ment with him and I~ 


WatrrR: Personally, I wouldn't let that bother me. He'd 
be making fifty bucks for filing out a piece of paper. 
Esrirs: That's not bod for an afternoon. 

Pause, 
Pd like to tink about. 


Esruen: There's not much time, though, if you want to deal 
with him, 


Victor, cornered: Vd like a few minutes, that's all, 


Warren, to Esther: Sure ... let him think it over. To 
Victor: Ws perfectly legal, if that’s what's bothering you. 1 
almost did it with my stuff but I finally decided to keep it. 
He laughs. In fact, my own apartment is so loaded up it 
‘doesn’t look too different from this. 


Vicror: 
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Esruzx: Well, maybe you'll get married again. 


Waren: I doubt that very much, Esther.I often feel I 
never should have. 


Esruer,scofing: Why! 
Watrex: Seriously, I'm im a strange business, you know, 
There's too much to learn and far to lite time to learn it 
‘And there's a price you have to pay for that I tried awfully 
hard to kid myself but there's simply no time for people. 
Not the way a woman expects, if she's any kind of woman, 
He laughs, Bot I'm doing pretty well lone! 


‘Victor: How would I list an amount like that on my income 
tax? 


Warren: Well, . .callita git 


Victor is silent, obviously in conflict, Walter sees the 
emotion, 


Not that its, but you could lis it as such. 1 


allowed, 
Vicrox: I see. I was just curious how it— 
Watrgn: Just enter it as a gift. There's no problem, 


With the first sting of vague resentment, Walter 
turns his eyes away. Esther raises her eyebrows, star- 
ing at the floor. Walter lifts the oi off the table 
clearly changing the subject. 


‘You stil fence? 


‘Victor, almost gratefully pursuing this diversion: No, you 
‘got to join a club and all that. And I work weekends often. 
1 jast found it bere. 
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Wauter, as though to warm the mood: Mother wsed to 
Jove to watch him do this. 

Esti, surprised, pleased: Really? 

WALTER: Sure, she used to come to all his matches. 


Esti, to Victor, somehow charmed: You never told me 
‘that, 


WALTER: Of course; she's the one made him take it up. 
He laughs to Victor. She thought it was elegant! 


Victor: Hey, that’s right! 


Water, laughing at the memory: He did look pretty good 
too! He spreads his jacket away from his chest. 've still got. 
the wounds! To Victor, who lauphs: Especially with those 
French gauntetssho— 


‘Victor, recalling: Say. . . ! Looking around with an en- 
livened need: 1 wonder where the hell... He suddenly 
‘moves toward a bureau. Wait, 1 think they used to be in. . « 


Esrume, o Walter: French gauntiets? 


Warren: She brought them from Paris. Gorgeously em- 
broidered. He looked like one of the musketeers. 


Out of the drawer where he earlier found the ice 
skate, Victor takes a pair of emblazoned gauntlets. 


‘Victor: Here they are! What do you know! 
Estute, reaching her hand out: Aren't they beautifull, 
He hands her one. 


Victor: God, I'd forgotten all about them. He slips one on 
his hand, 


Warren: Christmas, 1929, 
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‘Victor, moving his hand im the gauntlet: Look at that, 
they're still soft. . . To Walter—a litle shy in asking: How 
do you remember allthis stuff? 

Watres: Why not? Don't you? 

Esruer: He doesn't remember your mother very well. 


Victor: I remember her. Looking at the gauntlet: Ws just 
ber face; somehow I can never see her. 


WALTER, warmly: Thats amazing, Vie, To Esther: She 
‘adored bim. 
Esruce, pleased: Did she? 
WALTER: Victor? If it started to rain she'd run all the way 
to school with his galoshes. Her Victor-my God! Dy the 
time he could light a match he was already Louis Pasteur. 
Victor: 1s odd . . . like the harp! I can almost hear the. 
music . . . But I can never see ber face. Somehow. For a 
moment, silence, as he looks across atthe harp. 
WAUTER: Whats the problem? 
Pouse. Victor's eyes are swollen with feeling. He 
turns and looks up at Welter, who suddenly is em- 
barrassed and oddly anxious. 
SoLoMoN—enters from the bedroom. He looks quite dis- 
tressed. He is in his vest, his tie is open. Without coming 
downstage: Please, Doctor, if you wouldn't mind I would 
like to. . . He breaks off, indicating the bedroom. 
What sit? 
‘Sovomow: Just for one minute, please. 


Walter stands. Solomon glances at Victor and Esther 
and returns 0 the bedroom. 
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Watren: Tl be right back. He goes rather quickly up and 
into the bedroom. 
A pause. Victor is sitting in silence, unable to face. 
her. 
Esruen, with delicacy and pity, sensing his conflicting feel- 
ings: Why can't you take bim as be is? 
He glances at her, 


Well you can't expect him to go into an apology, Vic-he 
probably sees it all diferently, anyway. 


He is silent. She comes to him. 


1 know it's difficult, but he is trying to make a gesture, I 
‘think. 


Victor: I guess he i, yes. 


Esruex: You know what would be lovely? If we could take 
1 few weeks and go to like . . . out-of-the-way places . . . 
just to really break it up and see all the things that people 
do, You've been around such mean, petty people for so long 
and little ugly tricks, I'm serious-its not romantic. We're 
much too suspicious of everything. 

Victor, storing ahead: Strange guy. 

Estutn: Why? 


Vicron: Well, to walk in that way-as though nothing ever 
happened. 


stun: Why not? What can be done about it? 
Victor-slipht pause: V feel I have to say something. 


Estuer, with a slight trepidation, less than she feels: What 
can you say? 
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Micron: You feel I ought to just take the money and shut 
vp, belit 
Estuen: But what's the point of going backwards? 
‘Victor, with a self-bracing tension: I'm not going to take 
this money unless I tal to him. 
Esruts, frightened: You can't bear the thought that he's 
decent. 

He looks at her sharply. 
‘That's all itis, dear. I'm sorry, Ihave to say it. 
Micron, without raising his voice: I can't bear that he's 
decent 
Esturr: You throw this away, you've got to explain it to 
‘me. You can't go on blaming everything on him or the sy- 
tem or God knows what else! You're free and you can't make 
a move, Victor, and that’s what's driving me crazy! Silence. 
‘Quietly: Now take this money. 

He is silent, staring at her. 


You take this money! Or I'm washed up. You hear me? If 
yov're stuck it doesa’t mean I have to be, Now that’ it. 


‘Movements are heard within the bedroom. She 
straighiens. Victor smooths down his hair with a 
slow, preparatory motion of his hand, like one ad- 
Justing himself for combat. 


Watrer-enters from the bedroom, smiling, shaking his 
head. Indicating the bedroom: Boy-we got a tiger here. 
What is this between you, did you know him before? 


Victor: No. Why? What'd be say? 
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Wavren: He's sil trying to buy it outright. He laughs. He 
talks lke you added five years by calling him up. 
Victor: Well, what's the diference, I don't mind, 


Waren, registering the distant rebuke: No, that's fine, 
that's all right. He sits Slight pause. We don't understand 
each other, do we? 


Victor, with a certain thrust, matching Walters smite: lam. 
a lile confused, Walter. . . yes. 


Waren: Why is that? 
Victor doesn't answer at once. 
Come on, we'l all be dead soon! 


Vicron: AI right, I give you one example. When I called 
you Monday and Tuesday and again this morning— 
Nocrix: Ive explained that 
Victor: But I don't make phone calls to pass the time. 
Your nurse sounded like I was a pest of some kind . . . it 
was humiliating 
Watren-oddly, he is overupset: Ym terribly sorry, she 
shoulda't have done that. 
Vicron: 1 know, Walter, but I can’t imagine she takes that 
tone all by herself. 
Waren, aware now of the depth of resentment in Victor: 
Oh no-ihe's often that way. I've never referred to you 
like that 

Victor is sient, not convinced. 


Believe me, will you? I'm terribly sorry. I'm overwhelmed 
with work, that's all itis. 
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‘Vicror: Well, you asked me, so I telling you. 
Watrt: Yes! You should! But don't misinterpret that. 
‘Sight pause. His tension has increased. He braves a smile, 
Now about this tax thing. He'd he willing to make the ap- 
praisal twenty-five thousand. With difficulty: If you'd like, 
Td be perfectly willing for you to have the whole amount I'd 
be saving. 

Slight pause. 
Esruex: Twelve thousand? 
WatTER: Whatever it comes to. 

Pause. Esther slowly looks to Victor. 
You must be near retirement now, are 


Estuex, excitedly: He's past it, But he's trying to decide 
‘what to do. 


WaLTER: Oh. To Vicior-mear open embarrassment now: 
Jt would come in handy, then, wouldn't it? 


Victor glances at him as a substitute for a reply. 
1 don't need it, that’s all, Vic. Actually, I've been about t0 


you? 


call you for quite some time now. 
Vicrox: What for? 
Waxrax—suddenly, with a strange quick lauph, he reaches 


and touches Victor's knee: Don't be suspicious! 
Micron, grinning: I'm just trying to figure it out, Walter, 


Waxter: Yes, good. All right. Slight pause. 1 thought it was 
time we got to know one another. That's all. 


‘Might pause. 
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Vicron: You know, Waltr, I tried to call you a couple of 
times before this about the furniture-musi be three years 
p 

Waren: I was sick. 

Vicron, surprised: Oh . . . Because 1 left a lot of message. 
: Twas uite sick. was bospitalied. 
Esrnen: What bappensd? 


Watrer-slight pause, As though he were not quite sure 
whether to say it: V broke down. 


‘Slight pause, 
‘Vicron: I bad no idea. 


Watren: Actually, I'm only beginning to catch up with 
things. I was out of commission for nearly three years. With 
«t thrust of success: But Tn almost thankful for it now 
Ive never been happier! 


stun: You seem altogether different! 


Wavre 


WaLteR, with a removed self-amusement: Ob, I owned 
three nursing homes. There's big money in the aged, you 
know. Helpless, desperate 


that’s it. Attempting an intimate grin: Not 
the rich occasionally, but 
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‘as though this was his mission here, and he waits for Victor's 
comment. 


Vicron: Well, that must be great. 


WALTER, seizing on this minute encouragement: Vic, 1 wish 
we could talk for weeks, there's so much I want 10 tel 
you. . . . It isnot rolling quite the way he would wish and 
Ihe must pick examples of his new feelings out of the air 
never had frends- yoa probably know that, But I do now, 
T have good friends. He moves, sitting nearer Victor, his 
enthusiasm flowing. 1t all happens so gradually, You start 
‘cut wanting to be the best, and there's no question that you 
do need a certain fanaticism: there's so much to know and so 
like time, Until you've eliminated everything extrancous— 
he smiles~iacluding people. And of course the time comes 
when you realize that you haven't merely been specializing in. 
somethingsomething bas been specializing in you. You be- 
come a kind of instrument, an instrument that culs money 
out of people, or fame out of the world. And it finally makes: 
you stupid. Power can do that. You get to think that because 
you can frighten people they love you. Even that you love 
them,—And the whole thing comes down to fear. One night 
1 found myself in the middle of my living room, dead drunk 
‘with a knife in my hand, getting ready to kill my wife. 


Ester: Good Lord! 


Water: Oh ya-and I nearly made it toot He laughs. 
But there's one virtue in going nuts-provided you survive, 
‘of course. You get to see the terror—not the screaming kind, 
but the slow, daily fear you call ambition, and cautiousness, 
‘snd piling up the money. And really, what I wanted to tell 
‘you for some time now-is that you belped me to understand 
that in myself. 
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Victor: Me? 


Water: Yes. He grins warmly, embarrassed. Because of 
‘what you did. I could never understand it, Vic-after all 
you were the better student. And to stay with a job like that 
through all those years seemed . . . He breaks off momen- 
tary, the uncertainty of Vietors reception widening his 
ile, You sce, it never dawned on me until I got sick-that. 
you'd made a cholee, 


Victor: A choice, how? 


Waren: You wanted a real life. And that’s an expensive 
thing; it costs. He has found his theme now; sees he has at 
last touched something in Victor. A breath of confidence 
comes through now. Y know I may sound tertibly naive, but 
Im sill used to talking aboot anything that matters. 
Frankly, I didn’t answer your calls this week because I was 
afraid. Te struggled so long for a concept of myself and I'm 
not sure I can make it believable to you. But I'd like to. He 
sees permission to go on in Victor's perplexed eyes: You 
see, I got to a certain point where . . . I dreaded my own 
‘work: I finally couldn't cut. There are times, as you know, 
When if you leave someone alone he might live a year oF two; 
While if you go in you might Kil him. And the decision is 
often . . . not quite, but almost . . . arbitrary. But the odds 
are acceptable, provided you think the right thoughts. Or 
don't think at all, which I managed to do til then. Slight 
pause. He is no longer smiling: instead, a near-embarrass- 
ment s on him, Y ran into a cluster ot misjudgments. It can 
happen, but it never had to me, not one on top of the other. 
And they had one thing in common; they'd all been diag- 
nosed by other men as inoperable. And quite suddenly the 
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clined? And the quick answer, of course, is—to pull off the 
imposible. Shame the competition. But suddenly I saw 
something else. And it was terror. In dead center, directing 
my brains, my hands, my ambition-for thirty years, 

‘Slight pause, 
Victor: Terror of what? 

Pause, 


‘Water, his gaze direct on Victor now: Ot it ever happen- 
ing to me—he glances at the center chair—as it happened to 
bim. Overnight, for no reason, to find yourself degraded and 
Tbrown-down. With the faintest hint of impatience and 
‘challenge: You know what I'm talking about, don't you? 


Victor turns away slighily, refusing commitment, 
Ion't that why you turned your back on it all? 


‘Victor, sensing the relevancy 10 himsel{ now: Party. Not 
‘altogether, though. 


Waren: Vic, we were both running from the same thing. T 
thought I wanted to be tops, but what it was was untouch- 
‘able, 1 ended in a swamp of success and bankbooks, you on 
civil service, The diflerence is that you haven't hurt other 
people to defend yourself. And I've learned to respect that, 
Vic; you simply tried to make yourself useful, 

Estwen: That's wonderful-to come to such an understand. 
stand with yourself. 

‘Waurar: Esther, i's a strange thing; in the hospital, for the 
first time since we were boys, I began to feel . . . like a 
brother. In the sense that we shared something. To Victor: 
‘And I feel 1 would know bow to be friends now. 
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Vicror-slight pause; he is unsure: Well fine. Tm glad of 
that. 

WaLren—sees the reserve but feels he has made headway 
‘and presses on a bit more urgently: You see, that’s why 
you're still so married. Thats a very rare thing. And why 
our boy's in such good shape. You've lived a real life. To 
Esther: But you know that better than 1. 

Esrur: I don't know what I know, Walter. 


Wavrrx: Don’t doubt it, dear-believe me, you're fortunate 
people, To Victor: You know that, don't you? 

Micron, without looking at Esther: Vtink so. 

Esrnen: Its pot quite s easy as you make it, Walter. 
Wavres-hesitats, then throws himself into it: Look, Ive. 
ad a wild ides-ir probably seem absurd t0 you, but I. 
Wish you'd think about it before you dismiss it I gather 
you haven't decided what to do with yourself now? You're 
retiring... 7 


Victor: I'll decide one of these days, P'm stil thinking. 
WALTER, nervously: Could I suggest something? 
‘Victor: Sure, go abead. 

WALTER: We've been interviewing people for the new wing. 
For the administrative side. Kind of liaison people between 
the scientists and the board. And it occurred to me several 
times that you might fit n there. 


Slight pause. 
Estuex, with a release of expectation: That would be won- 
erful! 
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Vicros-alight pause. He glances at her with suppression, 
but his voice betrays excitement: What could 1 do there, 
though? 

WaLtER, sensing Victor's interest: I's kind of fluid at the 
‘moment, but there's a place for people with a certain amount. 
of science who— 

Victor: Ihave no degree, you know, 


WALTER: But you've had analytic chemistry, and a lot of 
math and physics, if 1 recall. If you thought you needed it 
jou could take some courses in the evenings, | think you 
base enough background.—How would you fecl about thar? 
Vicro, digging in against the temptation: Well... P like 
to know more about it, sure. 


Esrutx, as thouph 1o press him to accept: 1¢8 be great if 
be could work in science, it's relly the only thing he ever 
wanted. 


Warzs: I know; its a pity be never went on with it. Turn 
ing to Victor; Id be perfectly simple, Vic, I'm chairman of. 
the committee. I could set it all up 


Solomon enters. They turn to him, surprised. He 
‘seems about to say something, but in fear changes 
His mind. 


SoLowow: Excuse me, go right ahead. He goes nervously to 
His. portfolio, reaching into i-which was not his original 
intention. Vm sorry to disturb you. He takes out an orange 
‘and starts back 10 the bedroom, then halts, addressing 
Walter: About the harp. If you'll make me a straight out- 
and-out sale, I would be willing to go another fifty dollars 
So its eleven fifty, and between the two of you nobody has 
10 do any favors. 
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Watren: Well, you're getting warmer. 

Sovomox: I'm a fair person! So you don't have to bother 
with the appraisal and deductions, all tight? Before Walter 
can answer: But don't rush, IL wait. Tm at your service. 
He goes quickly and worriedly into the bedroom. 

Esruce, starting 10 laugh; to Vicior: Where did you find 
him? 


Waren: —that wonderful? He “made it all ethical!” 


Esther bursts out laughing, and Welter with her, and 
Victor manages to join. As Ut begins 10 subside, 
Wolter turns to him. 
‘What do you say, Vic? Will you come by? 

The laughter ts gone, The smite is just fading on 
Victor's face. He looks at nothing, as though decid- 
ing. The pause lengthens, and lengthens stil. Now 
Ut begins to seem he may not speak at all. No one 
‘knows how to break into his puzzling silence. At last 
e turns to Walter with a rather quick movement of 
his head ax though he had made up his mind 10 take 
the step. 


Victor: l'm not sure I know what you want, Walter. 


Walter looks shocked, astonished, almost unbeliev- 
ing. But Victor's gaze is steady on him. 

Estunr, with a tone of the conciliator shrouding her shock 

‘and protest: {don't think that's being very fair, i it? 

Vicron: Why is it unfair? We're talking about some pretty 

big steps here. To Walter: Not hat | doa't appreciate it, 

Walter, but certain things have happened, haven't they? 
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With a half laugh: It just seems odd to suddenly be talking 
about— 

WaLTER, downing his resentment: Va hoped we could take 
fone step at a time, that’s all. Is very complicated between 
us, I think, and it seemed to me we might just try to— 
Vicros: I know, but you can understand it would be a little 
confusing. 

WattER—wnwlingly, anger peaks his voice: What do you 
find confusing? 

‘Vacror—considers for a moment, but he cannot go back: 
You most have some idea, don't you? 


WALrEn: This isa litte astonishing, Victor. Afterall these 
years you can't expect to settle everything in onc converta- 
tion, can you? I simply felt that with a litle good will we 
+ +.We. . . He sees Victor's adamant poise, Oh, the hell 
‘with it. He goes abruptly and snatches up his coat and one 
‘of the evening gowns. Get what you can from the old man, 
1 don't want say of it. He goes and extends his hand 10 
Esther, forcing a smile. Ym sorry, Esther It was nice secing 
you anyway. 


Sickened, she accepts his hand, 


Maybe I'll see you again, Vic. Good luck. He starts for the 
door. There are tears in his eyes. 
Estuen, before she con think: Walter? 
Wolter helts and turns to her questioningly. She 
looks 10 Victor helplessly. But he cannot think either, 


Warten: I don't occept this resentment, Victor. It simply 
baffles me, I don't understand it. I just want you to know 
how I feel. 
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Estar, assuaging: It's not resentment, Walter. 

‘Victor: The whole thing is lite fantastic to me, that's all 
haven't cracked a book in twenty-five years, how do I wall: 
into a research laboratory? 

Esruen: But Walter feels that you have enough bock- 
‘round 

Victor, almost laughing over his quite concealed anger at 
her: | know less chemistry than most high-school. kids, 
Esther. To Walter: And physics, yet! Good God, Walter. 
He laughs. Where you been? 

Wort: I'm sue you could make a place for yoursell— 
Vicror: What place? Running papers from one office 10 
another? 

Waren: You're not serious. 


Victor: Why? Sooner or later my being your brother is not 
golng to mean very much, is i? I've been walking a beat 
for twenty-eight years, I'm not qualified for anything tech- 
nical Whats this all about? 


Waxrer: Why do you keep asking what it's about? I've been. 
perfectly open with you, Victor! 


Vicron: I don't think you have, 
Warn: Why! What do you think l'-? 


‘Vicror: Well, when you say what you said a few minutes 
ago, I= 


WatreR: What did I say? 


Victor, with a resolutely cool smile: What a pity it was 
that I didn't go oa with science. 


ACT TWO- THE PRICE [I 
Waren, puzzled: What's wrong with that? 

Vicror, laughing: Ob, Walter, come on, now! 

Watrex: But I fel that, I've always felt that. 


Victor, smiling sil, and pointing at the center chair; a new 
‘reverberation sounds in his voice: There used to be à man 
{in that chair, staring into space. Don't you remember that? 


WaxreR: Very well, yes. I sent him money every month 
Vicron: You sent him five dollars every month. 

‘Warren: 1 could afford five dollars. But what's that got to 
do with you? 

‘Victor: What it's got to do with met 
Waren: Yes, I don't se that. 

Victor: Where did you imagine the rest of his living was 
coming from? 

Watrex: Victor, that was your decision, not mine, 
‘Vacron: My decision! 

WatreR: We bad a long talk inthis room once, Victor. 
Victor, not recalling: What talk? 

WALTER, astonished: Victor! We came to a complete under- 
standing ost after you moved up here with Dad. I told you 
then that I was going to finish my schooling come hell or 
high water, and I advised you to do the same, In fact, 1 
wamed you not to allow him to strangle your life, To 
Esther: And if Y'm not mistaken I told you the same at your 
‘wedding, Esther. 

‘Victor, with an incredulous laugh: Who the hell was sup- 
posed to keep him alive, Walter? 


90 act TWO * TI 
WALTER, with a strange fear, more than anger: Why did 
anybody have to? He wasn't sick. He was perfectly fit to go 
to work, 

‘Victor: Work? In 1936? With no skill, no money? 


WaLreR-outburst: Then he could have gone on welfare! 
Who was he, some exiled royalty? What did a hundred and 
fifty million other people do in 1936? He'd have survived, 
Victor. Good God, you must know that by now, don't you?! 


Slight pause, 
‘Vicror-suddenly atthe edge of fury, and caught by Walter's 
voicing his own opinion, he rns to Esther: Ie bad 
‘enough of this, Esther; i's the same old thing all over again, 
let's get out of here, He starts rapidly upstage toward the 
bedroom. 

WALTER, quickly: Viet Please! He catches Victor, who frees 
‘is arm. Ym not running him down. I loved him im many 
ways 

Estuex, as though conceding her earlier position: Vie, 
listen maybe you ought to talk about it 


Victor: It's all pointless! The whole thing doesn’t matter to 
me! He turns 10 go to the bedroom. 


Waren: He exploited you! 

Victor halts, turns to him, his anger full in his face. 
Doesn't that matte to you? 
Victor: Lets get one thing straight, Walter—1 am nobody's 


victim, 
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Water: But that's exactly what I've tried to tell you. I'm 
‘ot trying to condescend. 

‘Vicror: Of course you are, Would you be saying any of 
this if Td made a pile of money somewhere? Dead stop. 
Im sorry, Walter, I can't take that. I made no choice; the 
icebox was empty and the man was sitting there with his 
mouth open. Slight pause. | didn't start this, Walter, and 
the whole thing doesn't interest me, but when you talk about. 
making choices, and I should have gone on with science, I 
have to say something.—Just because you want things a 
‘certain way doesn't make them that way. He has ended at a 
point distant from Walter. 


A slight pause. 


WALTER, with affront mixed into his trepidation: AI right 
then. . . How do you see it? 


‘Victor: Look, you've been sick, Walter, why upset your- 
self with allthis? 


WALTER: It's important to me! 


Vicros, trying to smile-and in a friendly way: But why? 
16s all over the dam. He stars toward ihe bedroom again. 


Estutn: I think he's come to you in good faith, Victor 
He turns to her angrity, but she braves his look, 

1don't see why you can’t consider his offer. 

Vicror: I said I'd consider it. 


Esruts, restraining a cry: You know you're turning it down! 
In a certain fear of him, but persisting: 1 mean whats so 
‘dreadful about telling the truth, can it be any worse than 
this? 
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‘Victor: What “truth?” What are you? 

‘Solomon suddenly appears from the bedroom. 
Esrusx: For God's sake, now what? 
SoLoMON: I just didn’t want you to think I wouldn't make 
the appraisal; I will 'll doit— 


Esticr, pointing 10 the bedroom: Will you please leave us 
alone! 


Souowos, suddenly, his underying emotion coming through 
indicating Victor: What do you want from him! He's 
policeman! I'm a dealer, he's a doctor, and he's a policeman, 
So what's the good you'll tear him to pieces? 


Esrimx: Well, one of us has got to leave this room, Victor. 


Sovomon: Please, Esther, let me . . . Going quickly 10 
Walter: Doctor, listen to me, take my advice-stop it. What 
san come of this? In the fint place, f you take the deduction 
how do you know in two, three years they wouldo't come 
back to you, whereby they disallow it? I don't have to tell 
jou, the Federal Government is not reliable, I understand 
very well you want to be sweet to him=to Esther—bot can 
be two, three years before you'll know how sweet theyte 
oing (o allow him. To Victor and Walter: In other words, 
‘what I'm trying to bring out, my boys, is that— 

Estien: —you want the furniture, 


SoLowow, shouting at her: Esther, it I didn't want it I 
wouldn't buy it! But what can they settle here? It's still up to 
the Federal Government, don't you see? If they can’t settle 
nothing they should stop it right now! With a look of warn- 
‘ing and alarm in his eyes: Now please-do what I tell you! 
Tm nota fool! He walks out into the bedroom, shaking. 
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WatrER, after a moment: | guess bés got a point, Vic. 
Why don't you just sell it to him; maybe then we can sit 
down and talk sometime. Glancing at the furniture: It isnt 
really a very conducive atmosphere. —Can I call you? 
Vicros: Sure, 


Esruex: You're both fantastic. She tries to laugh. We're 
giving this forniture away because nobody's able to say the 
‘simplest things. You're incredible, the both of you. 


Water, alittle shamed: It isn't that easy, Esther, 


Esruzx: Ob, what the hell say it. When he went to you, 
Walter, for the five hundred be needed to get his degree 


Vicron: Esther! There's no— 


Estuma: Its one of the things standing between you, isn't 
dC? Maybe Walter can clear it up. I mean . . . Good God, is 
there never to be an end? To Walter, without pause: Be- 
Cause it stunned him, Walter, Hel never say it, but—she 
Jokes the plunge—be hada't the slightest doubt you'd lend it 
to him. So when you turned him down— 


‘Victor, as though it wearies him: Esther, he was jus start 
ing out— 

Esrurx, in eflect, taking her separate road: Not the way you 
told me! Please let me finish! To Walter: You already had 
the house in Rye, you were perfectly well established, weren't. 
you? 


Vicros: So what? He didu't feel he could— 


Water, with a certain dread, quietly: No, no, 1... T 
could have spared the money . . . He sits slowly. Please, 
Vic-sit down, itl only take a moment. 
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Vicron: [just doo't see any point ia 
Waren: No-00; maybe it's just as well to talk now, We've 
never talked about this. I think perhaps we have to. Slight 
pause, Toward Esther: It was despicable; but 1 don't think 
Lean leave it quie that way. Slih pause. Two or three days 
alterward—to Vieior-after you came to see me, 1 phooed 
to ofer you the money. Did you know that? 

Slight pause, 
‘Victor: Where'd you phone? 
Waren: Here. Ispoke to Dad. 

Slight pause, Victor sits 
{saw that I'd acted badly, and I~ 
‘Victor: You dida't act badly— 
Wauran, with a sudden flight of his voice: Tt was frightful 
He gathers himself against his past. We'll have another talk, 
‘won't we? I wasnt prepared to go lato all his... . 

Victor is expressionless. 
n any case . .. when 1 called here he told me you'd joined 
the Force. And I sald-he musta't permit you to do a thing 
like that I said-you had a fioe mind and with a lite luck 
you could amount to something in science. That it was a ter- 


rible waste, Etcetera. And his answer was-"Victor wants to 
help me, I can't stop bim." 


Pause, 


Micron: You told him you were ready to give me the 
money? 
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Wavres: Victor, you remember the . . . the helplessness in 
hhis voice. At that time? With Mother recently gone and 
everything shot cut from under him? 

Vicrow, persisting: Let me understand that, Walter; did 
you tel? 


WALTER, in anguish, but hewing 10 himself: There are con- 
versations, aren't there, and looking buck its impossible to 
‘explain why you said or didn't say certain things? I'm not 
‘defending it, but I would like to be understood, if that's pos- 
sible. You all seemed to need each other more, Vic-more 
than I needed them. I was never able to feel your kind of 
+ fih im him; that . . . confdence. His selfshnes— 
Which was perfectly normal—was always obvious to me, but 
you never seemed to notice it. To the point where I used to 
blame myself for a lack of feeling. You understand? So when 
he said that you wanted to help him, I felt somehow that 
Md be wrong for me to try to break it up between you. It 
seemed like interfering. 

Victor: I sce.-Becouse he never mentioned you'd offered 
the money. 

Watrex: All I'm trying to convey is that. . . | was never 
indifferent; that’s the whole point. 1 did call here to offer the 
Joan, but he made it impossible, don't you see? 


Vicros: Lunderstand, 
WATER, eagerly: Do you? 

Vicron: Yes. 

Nares, sensing the unsoid: Please say what you think. It's 
absurd to go on this way. What do you want to say? 
‘Vicrorslight pause: 1 think it was all. . . very convenient 
for you. 
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Water, appalled: That's alf 

Vicron: I think so. If you thought Dad meant so much to 

me-and I guess he did in a certain way—why would five 

hundred bucks break us apart? I'd have gone on supporting 

Mim; it would have let me finish school, that’s allt 

doesn't make any sense, Walter, 

WALTER, with a hint of hysteria in his tone: What makes 

sense? 

‘Victor: You dido't give me the money because you didn't 

want to. 

Watrur, hurt and quietly enraged-slight pause: W's that 

[o 

Victor: That's what it comes to, doesn’t i(? Not that you 

had any obligation, but if you want to belp somebody you 

doit, if you don't you don't. He sees Walter's growing frustra- 

tion and Esther's impatience. Well, why is that so astonish- 

ing? We do whet we want to do, don't we? Walter doesn't 

reply. Vicior’s anziety rises. 1 don't understand what you're 

"bringing this all up for. 

Watrtx: You don't feel be need to heal anything. 

Vicron: I wouldn't mind that, but how does this heal any- 

thing? 

Esrntn. I think he’s been perfectly clear, Victor. He's asking 

your friendship, 

Victor: By offering me a job and twelve thousand dollars? 

Watrtn: Why not? What else can I offer you? 

Victor: But why do you have to offer me anything? 
Walters silent, moralty checked. 
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‘sounds like I have to be saved, or something. 


Warren: I simply felt that there was work you could do 
that you'd enjoy and I 

Micros: Walter, Y haven't got the education, what are you 
talking about? You can't walk in with one splash and wash 
‘out twenty-eight years. There's a price people pay. I've paid 
it, its all gone, I haven't got it any more. Just like you paid, 
dida’t you? You've got no wife, you've lost your family, 
you're rattling around all over the place? Can you go home 
tnd start ll over aga from scratch? This js where we are; 
‘Bow, right here, now. And as long as we're talking, 1 has 
to tell you that this is not what you say in front of a man's 
wile. 


Waren, glancing at Esther, certainty shattered: What have 
Imi... 


Micros, tring to laugh: We don't need to be saved, Walter! 
Ive done a job that has to be done and I think I've done it 
straight. You talk about being out of the rat race, in my 
‘opinion, you're in itas deep as you ever were. Maybe more, 
Esruen—sands: I want topo, Victor 


‘Victor: Please, Esther, he's said certain things and I don't 
think I can leave it this way. 
Esrue, angrily: Well, what's the difference? 


Micros, suppressing an outburst: Because for some reason 
ou don't understand anything any more! He is trembling as 
he turns to Walter. What are you trying to tell me-that it 
‘was all unnecessary? Is that it? 


Wolter is silent, 
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Well, correct me, is that the message? Because that's oll I 
‘et out of this, 
Waren, toward Esther: I guess its impossible— 
Victor, the more strongly because Walter seems about 10 
be allied with Esther: What's impossible? . . . What do you 
want, Walter! 
WaLtER—In the pause is the admission that he indeed has 
not leveled yet. And there is fear in his voice: 1 wanted to 
be of some use, I've learned some painful things, but it isn't 
‘enough to know; I wanted to act on what I know. 
‘Victor: Act-in what way? 
WALTER, knowing it may be a red flag, but his honor is up: 
I feat . . . I could be of help. Why live, only to repeat the 
same mistakes again and again? I dido't want to let the 
chance go by, as Let it go before, 

Victor ls unconvinced. 


‘And I must say, if tis is as far as you con go with me, then 
you're only defeating yourself. 
Victon: Like I did before, 
Walter is silent 
5 that what you mean? 


WaLren—hesitates, then with frightened but desperate ac- 
ceptance of combat: All right, yes; that's what I meant. 


Victor: Well, that's what I thought See, there's one thing 
about the cops-you get to learn how to listen to people, 
because if you don’t hear right sometimes you end up with 
4 knife in your back. In other words, I dreamed up the 
whole problem, 
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Wargs, casting aside his caution, his character at issue: 
ictor, my five hundred dollars was not what kept you from 
your degree! You could have left Pop and gone right on— 
he was perfectly ft 


Victor: And twelve million unemployed, what was that, my 
neurosis? I hypnotized myself every night to scrounge the 
‘outer leaves of lettuce from the Greek restaurant on the 
‘corner? The good parts we cut out of rotten grapefruit. . . ? 


‘Waxrer: I'm not trying to deny— 


‘Victor, leaning into Walter's face: We were cating garbage 
bere, buster! 


Esruen: Bat what isthe point of— 


Vicror, fo Esther: What are you trying to do, turn it all 
{nto a dream? To Walter: And perfectly fit! What about the 
inside of his head? The man was ashamed to go into the 
street! 


Esurx: But Victor, be's gone now, 


Vicron, with a cry-he senses the weakness of his position: 
Don't tell me he's gone now! He is wracked, terribly alone 
before her. He was here then, wasn't be? And a system broke 
down, did T invent that? 


Esrutx: No, dear, but i's all diferent now. 


Vicron: Whats different now? We're a goddamned army 
holding this city down and when it blows again you'll be 
thankful for a roof over your head! To Waller: How can 
you say that to me? I could have left him with your five 
dollars a month? I'm sorry, you can't brainwash me-if you 
‘got a book in your mouth don't try to stick it into mine. You 
want to make up for things, you don't come around to make 
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fools out of people. I didn't invent my life. Not altogether. 
You bad a responsiblity here and you walked on it... 
You can go. 'send you your hal. 
He is across the room from Walter, his face turned 
vay. A long pause. 
WatrER: If you can reach beyond anger, Td like to tell 
you something. Vic? Victor does not move. 1 know I should 
ave said this many years ago. Bot I did try. When you came 
to me I told you-remember I said, “Ask Dad for money"? 
1 did say that. 
Pause, 
‘Victor: What are you talking about? 
\Wauran; He bad nearly four thowsand dollars, 
Estima: When? 
Watts: When they were eating garbage here, 
Pause, 
‘Victor: How do you know that? 
Watrin: He'd asked me to invest it for him, 
Vicros: Invest it. 
WatrtR: Yes. Not long before be sent you to me for the 
don. 
Victor ls silent. 
‘That's why I never sent him more than I did. And if Td had 
the strength of my convictions I woulda’t have sent him 
that! 
Victor sis down in silence. A shame is flooding into 
‘him which he struggles with. He looks at nobody. 
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Vicron, as though still absorbing the fact: He actually had 
i? In the bank? 


WALTER: Vic, that’s what he was living on, basically, till he. 
died. What we gave bim wasn't enough; you know that, 


‘Vicon: Bathe bad those jobs 
Waren: Meant very lite. He lived on his money, believe 
m. I told bim at the time, if he would send you through 
T contribute properly. But here he's got you running from 
job to job to feed him-l'm damned if T'd sacrifice when he 
was holding out on you. You can understand that, can't 
you? 

Victor tums to the center chair and, shaking his 

head, exhales à blow of anger and astonishment. 
Kid, there's no point geting angry now. You know how 
terrified be was that be'd never earn anything any more. 
And there was just no reassuring him. 
Victor, with protest-it is stl nearly incredible: But he 
saw I was supporting him, didt he? 


Vicros, angering: What do you mean, how long? He could 
see I wasn't walking ovt— 


Watrex: I know, but he was sure you would sooner or later. 
Esrutx: He was waiting for him to walk out. 


Watrer—fearing 10 inflame Victor, he undercuts the obvi- 
‘ous answer: Well. . . you could say that, yes. 


Esrugx: I knew it! God, when do I believe what I see! 
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Notes: He was terried, dear, and . . . To Victor: 1 don't. 
mean that be wasn't grateful to you, but be really coulda't 
understand it, I may as well say it, Vie-I myself never 
imagined you'd go that fa. 
Victor looks at him. Walter speaks with delicacy in 
the face of a possible explosion. 
Well, you must certainly see now how extreme a thing it was, 
to stick with bim lke that? And at such cost to you? 
Victor ts silent, 
Estar, with sorrow: He sees it. 
WALTER, to erase it all, to achieve the reconciliation: We 
‘could work together, Vic. 1 know we could. And I'd love to 
try lt What do you say? 
There ls a long pause. Victor now slances at Esther 
do see her expression. He sees she wants him to, He 
is on the verge of throwing it all up. Finally he turns 
40 Walter, a new note of awareness in hs voice, 
‘Victor: Why dida’t you tell me be bad that kind of money? 
‘Waurex: But I did when you eame to me forthe loan. 
Victor: To “ask Dad? 
Wovrex: Yes 
Victor: But would 1 have come to you if I bad the faintest 
‘dea he had four thousand dollars under his ass? It was 
‘meaningless to say that to me, 
Waurun: Now just a second . . . He starts to indicate the 
harp. 
Victor: Cut it out, Walter! I'm sorry, but it's kind of in- 
sulting. I'm not five years old! What am I supposed to make 
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(Gf this? You knew be had that kind of money, and came here 
‘many times, you sat here, the two of you, watching me walk- 
ng around in this suit? And now you expect me to? 


Warren, sharply: You certainly knew be had something, 
Vietor! 


Vicror: What do you want here? What do you want here! 


Watrex: Well all I can tell you is that 7 wouldn't sit around. 
eating garbage with shat staring me in the face! He points at 
‘the harp. Even then it was worth a couple of hundred, maybe 
more! Your degree was right there, Right there, if nothing 
else, 


Victor is silent, trembling. 


Bat if you want to go on with this fantasy, its all right with 
me. God knows, I've had a few of my own. 


He stars for his coat, 
Vicros: Fantasy. 


Watrer: It's a fantasy, Victor. Your father was penniless 
and your brother a son of a bitch, and you play no part at 
all. I said to ask him because you could see in front of your 
face that he had some money. You knew it then and you 
certsinly know it now. 


Micron: You mean if he hada few dollars left, that? 
Esruex: What do you meon, afew dollars? 
‘Victor, ring to reiract: 1 didn't know he 
Esrurs: But you knew be had something? 


‘Victor, caught; as though in a dream where nothing is ex 
plicable: I didn't say that. 
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Esruen: Then what are you saying? 

Victor, pointing at Walter: Don't you have anything to say 
1o him? 

Esrugn; I want to understand what you're saying! You knew 
be had money left? 

‘Victor: Not four thousand dol— 

Esra: But enough to make out? 

‘Victor, erying out in anger and for release: Y coulda't nail 
‘him to the wall, could 1? He said be had nothing! 
Esturr, stating and asking: But you knew better, 


Victor: I don't know what I knew! He has called this out, 
‘and his voice and words surprise him. He sits staring, cor- 
nered by what he senses in himself. 


Esrmen; It’ a farce, It's alla goddamned farce! 
Vicron: Don't. Don't say that, 


Estumn: Farce! To stick us into a furnished room so you 
could send him part of your pay? Even after we were mar- 
tied, to go on sending him money? Put off having children, 
live like mice-and all the time you knew he . . . ? Victor, 
Tm trying to understand you. Victor? Victor! 

Micros, roaring out, agonized: Stop itt Silence. Then: 
Jesus, you cant leave everything out ike this. The man was 


a beaten dog, ashamed to walk in the street, how do you 
‘demand his last buck-? 


Esturr: You're still saying that? The man bad four thou- 
sand dollars 


He is sent, 
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Jt was all an act! Beaten dog!—he was a calculating liar! 
And ia your heart you knew it! 


He is struck silent by the fact, which is still ungrasp- 
‘able. 


No wonder you're paralyzed—you haven't believed a word 
you've said all these years. We've been lying away our ex- 
istence all these years; down the sewer, day after day after 
day ... to protect a miserable cheap manipulator. No 
wonder it all seemed like a dream to me-it was; a god- 
damned nightmare. I knew it was all unreal, I knew it and 
Tet it go by. Well, I can't any more, kid. I can’t watch it an- 
other day. I'm not ready to die, She moves toward her purse. 
‘She sis, Pause, 


‘Vicror—not going t0 her; he can't. He is standing yards 
from her. This isn't troc either, 


Estuex: We are dying, that’s what's true! 


Vicron: I'l tell you what happened. You want to hear it? 
‘She catches the lack of advocacy in his tone, the simplicity. 
He moves from her, gathering himself, and glances at the 
center chair, then at Wolter. 1 did tell him what you'd said 
to me, I faced him with it. He doesn’t go on; his eyes go to 
‘the chair. Not that 1 "faced" him, I just told him—"Walter 
said to ask you.” He stops; his stare is on the center chair, 
caught by memory; in effect, the last line was addressed to 
the chair. 


‘Waren: And what happened? 
Pause, 


‘Victor, quietly: He laughed. I dido't know what to make of 
it. Tell you the truth—to Esther-I dou't think a week bas 
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‘gone by that I haven't seen that Laugh. Like it was some kind. 
Of a wild joke—because we were eating garbage bere. He 
breaks off. I didn't know what I was supposed to do. And 
I went out. I went—he sits, staring-over to Bryant Park be- 
hind the public library. Slight pause. The grass was covered 
‘with men. Like a battlefield; a big open-air flophouse. And 
mot bums-some of them still had shined shoes and good 
bats, busted businessmen, lawyers, skilled mechanics. 
Which Id seen a hundred times. But suddenly—you know?— 
l saw it Slight pause. There was no mercy. Anywhere. 
Glancing at the chair at the end of the table; One day 
you're the bead of the house, at the head of the table, and 
‘suddenly you're shit. Overnight. And I tried to figure out that 
Iaugh.How could he be holding out on me when be loved 
met 


Esrumx: Loved. . . 


Victor, his voice swelling with protest: He loved me, 
Esther! He just dida’t want to end up on the grass! It's not 
that you don't love somebody, it's that you've got to survive. 
We know what that feels like, don't wel 


She can’t answer, feeling the barb. 


‘We do what we have to do. With a wide gesture including 
her and Welter and himself: What else are we talking about. 
Bere? If he did have something left it was 


Estee: "If" he had 


Vicron: What does that change! I know I'm talking like a 
fool, but what does that change? He couldn't believe in any- 
body any more, and it was unbearable to mel The unlooked- 
dor return of his old feelings seems 10 anger him. Of 
Walter: He'd kicked him in the face; my mother—he glances 
toward Walter as he speaks; there is hardly a pause—the 
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night he told us be was bankrupt, my mother .. . It was 
right on this couch. She was all dressed up-for some afar, 
I think. Her hair was piled up, and long earrings? And he 
ad his tuxedo on . . . and made us all sit down; and he 
told us it was all pone. And she vomited. light pause. His 
horror and pity twist in his voice. Al over his arms. His 
hands, Just kept on vomiting, lite thirty-five years coming 
vp. And he sat there, Stinking like sewer. And a look 
came onto his face. Td never seen a man look like that 
He was sitting there, letting it dry on his hands. Pause, He 
turns to Esther. What's the diflerence what you know? Do 
you do everything you know? 
She avoids his eyes, his mourning shared. 

Not that I excuse it; it was idiotic, nobody has to tell me 
bat, But you're brought up to believe in one another, you're 
filled full ofthat crap- you can't help tying to keep it going, 
‘that's all. 1 thought if I stuck with him, if he could see that. 
somebody was sil... . He breaks off; the reason strangely 
has fallen loose. He sits. 1 can't explain it; I wanted to. . . 
stop it from falling apart. 1. . . He breaks off again, storing. 


Pause. 
WALTeR, quietly: It won't work, Vic. 

Victor looks at him, then Esther does. 
‘You sce it yourself, don't you? It's not that at all. You see 
that, don't you? 
Victor, quietly, avidly: What? 
Waves, with his driving need: 1s it really that something 
fell apart? Were we really brought up to believe in one 
‘another? We were brought up to succeed, weren't we? Why 


108 ACT TWO THE PRICE 
else would he respect me so and not you? What fell spart? 
‘What was here to all apart? 

Victor looks away atthe burgeoning vision. 
‘Was there ever any love bere? When he needed ber, she 
vomited, And when you needed him, he laughed. What was 
‘unbearable is not chat it all fell apart, it was that there was 
never anything here. 

Victor turns back to him, fear on his face. 
Estar, as though she herself were somehow moving under. 
the rays of judgment: But who . . . who can ever face that, 
Walter? 
Watt, io her: You have to! To Victor: What you saw 
behind the library was not that there was oo mercy in the 
World, kid. Irs that there was no love in this house. There 
was no loyalty. There was nothing bere but a straight finan- 
cial arrangement. That's what was unbearable. And you pro- 
ceeded to wipe out what you saw, 
Victor, with terrible anxiety: Wipe out- 


Watrer: Vie, I've been in this box. I wasted thirty years 
protecting myself from that catastrophe. He indicates the 
‘chair: And | only got out alive whea I saw that there was 
‘no catastrophe, there had never been. They were never 
lovers—she said a hundred times that her marriage de- 
stroyed her musical career. I saw that nothing fell here, Vie 
and he doesn’t follow me any more with that vomit on his 
hands. I don't look high and low for some betrayal any more; 
my days belong to me now, I'm not afraid to risk believing 
someone. All I ever wanted was simply to do science, but 
I invented an efficient, disaster-proof, money-maker. You 
Jo Esther, with a warm smile: He could never stand the 
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sight of blood. He was shy, be was sensitive. . . To Vicor: 
‘And what do you do? March straight into the most violent 
profession there is. We invent ourselves, Vic, to wipe out 
what we know, You invent a life of sell sacre, a life of 
duty; bot what never eristed here cannot be upheld, You 
"were not upholding something, you were denying what you 
knew they were, And denying yourself. And that's all that is 
standing between us now—an illusion, Vie. That I kicked 
them in the face and you must uphold them against me. 
Bot I only saw then what you see now-tbere was nothing 
here to betray. I am not your enemy. Its al an sion and 
if you could walk through it, we could meet. . . His recon- 
lation is on him. You tec why I said before, that ín e. 
hospitalwhcn it struck me so tht we. . . we're brothers. 
t was only two seemingly diferent roads out of the same 
trap. It’s almost as though-he smiles warmly, uncertain sil 
were lke two halves ofthe same guy. As though we cant 
quite move abcad-alone, You ever fel that? 


Victoris sent, 


Vie? 
Pause, 


Victor: Walter, I'l tell you-there are days when I can't 
remember what I've got against you. He laughs emptily, in 
suffering. It bangs in me like a rock. And I see myself in a 
store window, and my hair going, I'm walking the streets 
and I can’t remember why. And you can go crazy trying 
o figure it out when all the reasons disappear-when you 
‘can't even hate any more. 
WALTER: Because it's unreal, Vie, and underneath you know 
itis 

Vicron: Then give me something real, 
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WALTER: What can I give you? 
Vicror: I'm not blaming you now, I'm asking you. I can 
‘understand you walking out. I've wished a thousand times 
T' done the same thing. But, to come bere through all those 
years knowing what you knew and saying nothing. . . ? 

Wacrer: And if I said-Victor, if I said that I did have 
some wish to hold you back? What would that give you now? 
‘Victor: Is that what you wanted? Walter, tell me the truth. 


‘Wavrer: I wanted the freedom to do my work. Does that 
‘mean I stole your life? Crying out and standing: You made 
‘those choices, Victor! And that’s what you have to facet 


‘Victor: But, what do you face? You're not turning me into 
a walking fity-year-old mistake-we have to go home when 
you leave, we have to look at each other. What do you face? 


Waren: I have offered you everything I know how tot 


Victor: I would know if you'd come to give me something! 
would know that! 


WALTER, crossing for his coat: You don't want the truth, 
you want a monster! 


‘Victor: You came for the old handshake, didn't you! The 
okay! 


Walter halts in the doorway. 


‘And you end up with the respect the career, the money, 
ond the best of all, the thing that nobody else ean tll you so 
you can believe it-that you're one hell of a guy and never 
armed anybody in your life! Well, you won't get it, not till 
1 get mine! 
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Warme: And you? You never bad any hatred for me? 
Never a wish to sce me destroyed? To destroy me, to destroy 
‘me with this saintly self-sacrifice, this mockery of sacrifice? 
‘What will you give me, Victor? 

‘Victor: 1 don't have it to give you. Not any more. And 
you don't have it to give me. And there's nothing to give—I 
‘see that now. I just didn't want him to end up on the grass. 
‘And he didt. That's all it was, and I don't need anything 
‘more. I coulda’t work with you, Walter. I can’t, I don't trust 
you. 

Waxtan: Vengeance. Down to the end. To Esther: He is 
sacrificing his life to vengeance. 
Estar: Nothing was sacrificed. 


Waurer, to Victor: To prove with your failure what a 
treacherous son of a bitch I am!—to hang yourself in my 
doorway! 

Estuer: Leave him, Walter-please, don't say any more! 


‘Waxten—humiliated by her. He is furious. He takes an un- 
planned step toward the door: You quit; both of you. To 
Victor as well: You lay down and quit, and that's the long 
and short of all your ideology. Itis all eavy! 
Solomon enters, apprehensive, looks from one 10 
the other, 


‘And to this moment you haven't the guis to face it! But 
your failure does not give you moral authority! Not with 
mel T worked for What I made and there are people walking 
round today who'd have been dead if hadn't, Yes. Moving 
toward the door, he points at the center chair, He wa 
smarter than all of us-ho saw what you wanted and he gave 
it to yout He suddenly reaches out and grabs Solomon's 
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{face and laughs. Go ahead, you old mutt—rob them blind, 
they love it! Letting go, he turns to Victor. You will never, 
never again make me ashamed! He strides toward the 
doorway. A gown lies on the dining table, spread out, and 
‘hes hated in surprise at the sight of it. 
Suddenly Walter sweeps it up in his hands and rushes 
‘at Victor, flinging the gown at him with an outcry. 
Victor backs up at his wild approach. 


Vicron: Waltert 


The flicker of a humiliated smile passes across Wal- 
er's face. He wants to disappear into air, He turns, 
hardly glancing at Victor, makes for the door, and, 
straightening, goes out. 


Vicron-starts hesitantly 10 the door: Maybe be oughtn’t 
go into the street like that— 


Sovomon, stopping him with his hand: Let him go. 
Victor turns to Solomon uncertain, 
‘What can you do? 
Esrien: Whatever you see, hub. 
‘Solomon turns to her, questioningly. 
‘You believe what you see. 
SotoMoN, thinking she was rebuking him: What thea? 


Esruna: No-it’s wonderful. Maybe that's why you're sil 
[3 


Victor turns to her. She stares at the doorway. 


T was nineteen years old when I first walked up those stairs 
if that’s believable. And he had a brother, who was the 
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everest, most wonderful young doctor . . . in the world, 
As he'd be soon. Somehow, some way. She turns o the 
‘center chair. And a rather sweet, inoflensive gentleman, al- 
ways waiting for the news to come on. . . . And next week, 
men we never saw or heard of will come and smash it all 
apart and take it all away.-So many times 1 thought~the 
fone thing he wanted most was to talk to his brother, and 
that if they could— But he's come and be's gone. And | 
still eel it—isn’t that terrible? It always seems to me that one 
lite step more and some crazy kind of forgiveness will 
come and lift up everyone. When do you stop being so 
+ + «foolish? 


SovoMoN: I had a daughter, should rest in peace, she took 
her own life, Thats nearly fity years, And every night I lay 
down to sleep, she siting there, I se her clear lke I see 
you. But if it was a miracle and she came to life, what would 
I say to ber? He turns back to Victor, paying out. So you 
qot there seven; 20 I'm giving you eight, nine, ten, leven— 
he. searches, finds a fifty—wnd there's a fifty for the harp. 
Now you'll excuse me—1 got a lot of work here tonight. He 
gets his pad and pencil and begins carefuily listing cach piece. 
Vicron-folds the money: We could still make the picture, 
it you libe. 


Esruza: Okay. 
He goes to his suit and begins to rip the plastic wrap- 
per of. 

Don't bother. 

He looks at her. 


She turns to Solomon. Goodbye, Mr. Solomon. 
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SoLoMox—looks up from his pad: Goodbye, dear. 1 ike that. 
suit that's very nice. He returns to his work. 


Esrugn: Thank you. She walks out with her lie. 


Vicron-buckles on his gun belt, pulls up his de: When 
ill ou be taking t away? 

Soowow: With God's help if T' live, fist thing in the 
morning, 

Vieror, of the suit: TM be back for this later, then. And 


there's my foil, and the mask, and the gauntets. Puts on 
his uniform jacket. 


SoLowow, continuing his work: Doa't worry, I woulda't 
touch it, 


Victor, extending his hand: Tm glad to have met you, 
Solomon, 


SovoMon: Likewise. And I want to thank you. 
Victor: What for? 


SoLowoN, with a glance at the furniture: Well. . . who 
‘would ever believe I would start such a thing again . . . ? 
He cuts himself of. But po, go, 1 gota lot of work bere, 


Micron, starting to the door, putting his cap on: Good luck 
with it, 


SoLoMoN: Good luck you can never know till the last 
‘minute, my boy. 


Vicron, smiling: Right. Yes. With a last look around at the 
room, Well. . . bye-bye, 


‘SoLoMon, as Victor goes out: Bye-bye, bye-bye. 
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He is alone. He has the pad and pencil in his hand, 
‘ard he takes the pencil 1o start work again, But he 
looks about, and the challenge of it all oppresses him 
and he is afraid and worried. His hand goes 10 his 
cheek, he pulls his flesh in fear, his eyes circling the 


His eye fails on the phonograph. He goes, inspects lt, 
winds it up, sets the tone arm on the record, and 
flicks the starting lever. The Laughing Record plays. 
As the wo comedians begin their routine, his de- 
pressed expression gives way 10 surprise. Now he 
smiles. He chuckles, and remembers, Now a laugh 
‘escapes, and he nods his head in recollection, He is_ 
laughing now, and shakes his head back-and-forth as 
though 10 say, "It still workst” And_the laughter, 
of the record and his own, increase and combine, 
"He Folds his head, unable to stop laughing, and sits 
in the center chair. He leans back sprawling in the 
‘chair, laughing with tears in his eyes, howling help- 
lessly to the air, 


SLOW CURTAIN 


AUTHOR'S PRODUCTION NOTE 


